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“So I need to explain something to you that’s probably going
to come as a little bit of a shock…” Rachel told David from across the table
after her best friend, who was also happened to be his wife, excused herself to
the restroom of the upscale lounge where the three had gathered for drinks as
the first stop on their seemingly impromptu weekend vacation in Vegas.


David looked at Rachel puzzled, but also curious – fueled
even further as she interrupted herself to order him, and only him, a
double shot of whiskey.


“So here’s the thing…” she said, leaning into the table and
lowering her voice between the two of them.


“I know about all of your little secrets … the
bondage, the whips and chains, even the cross-dressing - Jen tells me everything
about what the two of you do behind closed doors, and what all of your
naughty, little fantasies are, and I know just how much she gets turned
on by some of them, too.”


David sat there in silence, his eyes dropping to the table
as his wife’s best friend continued…


“In particular,” she said, “I know about the one where you
get off on the thought of her having sex with another man. I know that
the thought of it makes you harder than anything that you’ve ever fantasized
about before, and I also know something that you don’t know – I know for
a fact that SHE thinks it would be pretty hot, too.”


Rachel was momentarily interrupted by the waitress returning
with David’s drink, which she was instructed to place in front of him and left
just as quickly as she had arrived.


“You know what – before we go any further, give me your
phone,” she prompted him with an outreached hand across the table.


“Wait – what?” David protested with confusion.


“I’m not going to tell you again,” Rachel pressed, raising
her voice ever-so-slightly. “Give. Me. Your. Phone.”


David sheepishly pulled his phone from his pocket and slid
it across the table in the direction of his wife’s friend, which Rachel
gingerly swept up and dropped into her purse which sat on the table in front of
her.


“So here’s how this is going to work – you have a choice
this weekend. The three of us didn’t just come to Vegas this weekend
to have a few drinks and lose money in the casinos. As you can see by looking
around you, there are a lot of beautiful women and men in this town, and
if you decide that you want to go through with all of it, your wife is going
to make you a cuckold this weekend.”


“Jen didn’t actually go to the restroom – she went to
explore another bar in a different part of the hotel. She’s going to wander up
to the bartender and order an apple martini, and with those legs and that dress
that she wore tonight, it’s probably going to be the only drink that she pays
for all night. Men are going to flirt with her, pull her in close and try to
seduce her, maybe even cop a feel out on the dance floor…”


“…and then when the time is just right, I’m going to
get a phone call, and you’re going to have a decision to make.”


“This has to be a joke,” David interrupted her. “She’ll be
back any minute now…”


“No, she won’t,” Rachel replied with a small grin on
her face. “Your wife has other plans tonight and they don’t include you
– otherwise, she probably wouldn’t have left me this…”


Reaching into a small compartment inside her designer purse,
Rachel produced a circlet of gold and diamonds that David recognized instantly
as the symbol of the relationship that he held with his wife – her wedding
ring. She held it between her fingers just long enough to allow it to
sparkle in the light like it did on the day that he had given it to his bride,
then quickly returned it to her purse once again for safe keeping.


“Take the shot,” she instructed, gesturing towards the glass
filled with brown liquid in front of him.


David looked at her quizzically, trying to process all that
he had just been given, when Rachel snapped her fingers in front of his face and
pointed down at the drink…


“This will go a lot easier if you just do exactly what I
tell you to do…” she told her best friend’s husband earnestly from across the
table. “Take the shot and relax.”


Taking a deep breath as his mind reeled with its new predicament,
he knocked it back in its entirety a moment later, feeling the burn down his
throat as he winced and tried to make sense of the situation that his wife’s
best friend had just placed upon his shoulders in the most scandalous city on
the planet. It had always been just a fantasy in his head … or was it??? What
did he actually want to happen? Did he really want his wife to
share in the passions of another lover, despite how incredibly horny the mere thought
of it made him???


“So … now what?” David asked weakly as he stared back at the
empty glass, half-tempted to request another before Rachel interjected on a
positive note.


“Now … you’re going to take me out to dinner. We’re
going to sit and have a nice meal, and you’re going to explain to me anything
and everything that goes through your head about this cuckolding fantasy of
yours.”


“And Jennifer?”


“Jen’s going to have some fun on her own for a while,” she
countered. “Remember, this isn’t only about you – she has to decide what
she thinks about all of it in real life, too, and so the next couple of
hours are going to give her a little time to explore that…”


“By flirting with other guys???”


“Partially … yes! Do you honestly think that when we go out
dancing, she never gets stared at and hit on by random guys?! If you hadn’t
noticed, your wife looks rather hot tonight, and I think for even
entertaining this little fantasy of yours, the least you owe her is a
few hours of her testing the waters with a little flirting.”


“Besides, if things go the way you want them to,
she’d be doing a lot more than just flirting…”


“Well, I don’t know if…” he stammered.


“It’s too late to protest now!” Rachel interjected. “The
ball is already in motion, and now you have to let it play. Eventually … it
will stop, and then you’ll get to make your decision, but not until
then…”


“But can I just talk to Jennifer for a minute?” he pleaded.
“I just want to tell her…”


“She knows that you love her, and she knows that
this really turns you on … what she doesn’t know yet is whether the fantasy is
real or not, and frankly, I don’t think that you know, either. So that’s
what we’re going to talk about tonight, and don’t ask me for your phone
back again because you’re not going to get it and she wouldn’t answer if you
did call.”


David’s shoulders sank in exasperation as he sighed, and
with that, Rachel stood up from the table and walked over behind him to wrap
her arms around his neck as she leaned in close to his ear…


“Look – there are worse things that could happen than your
wife actually being interested in carrying out one of your darkest
fantasies. Now I hear that there’s this great Italian place up on the fourth
floor terrace – why don’t you take me there and you can tell me all about it
over as many bottles of wine as you need…”


* * * * * * * * * *


“You know, I don’t mean this in a bad way, but everything
that you’ve said really just explains so much about you…” Rachel told
David as she drank from her wine glass, looking across a table of empty dishes.


“What do you mean???” he asked curiously as he took yet
another drink from his own glass.


“How you act around her … how you act around women in
general … how you act around men in general – I see the submissiveness
plain as day now that I’ve heard the words from your own lips. You were
meant to follow, not to lead, and I don’t think that it’s a bad thing. This
world needs people to follow – not everyone can be a leader.”


“Thanks – I guess?”


“And it’s interesting to me how it crosses over into your
sex life because you’re willing to say, ‘My wife should fuck somebody else.’
… that’s very contrary to the typical male ego that us women are used to
dealing with…” she explained with a sincerity in her tone that almost made
David forget the origin of the entire discussion.


“But you wouldn’t look down on it … on a guy who’s
willing to put other guys before himself like that???”


“Well, not seriously. Maybe? I don’t know,” Rachel
mused. “I mean, on one hand, a girl does love a man with confidence
… knowing what you want and how to take it is very sexy. And so if a man
isn’t able to carry himself like that – like a real man would –
then I suppose it could be identified as a weakness … but there are lots
of other qualities that make up a person’s character, you know – being
courteous, kind, friendly, compassionate … not necessarily the first things
that jump to your head when you think about what’s sexy, at least not in
the fantasy’s sense, but I know many women who are kind of done with
the bar scene because a guy can be slick and sexy and confident, and then
turn out to be a complete ass when you wake up beside him the next
morning!”


“I guess it really all depends … are you judging yourself through
the fantasy, or are you also considering the bigger picture???” she posed,
taking another sip from her wine.


David took a deep breath and stared at the table between
them for a minute to ponder her words, then looked up to meekly ask her, “But
that’s the problem – the more I think about it, the more I don’t know if
it’s just some stupid fantasy or not…”


“Well then maybe you’re just thinking about it too
much!” Rachel giggled as she slid her chair over to sit closer to her dinner
companion.


“Answer me this,” she suggested. “One question at a time,
yes or no answers only – does the fantasy of another guy fucking your wife
turn you on?”


He paused for a moment, then confirmed for what felt like
the twentieth time that night, “Yes.”


“And do you honestly think that your wife would
engage in this activity with you if it had any danger of actually screwing
up your marriage?”


More silence, until he finally said, “Mayb- … well, no…”


“Now, have you ever tried something together that you
ended up not liking? A hobby, a restaurant, a sexual position???” Rachel
inquired with a wise grin on her face.


“Well, yeah…”


“So why,” she finally posed, “does cuckolding have to
be any different?! The thought of it turns the both of you on, so why
not give it a try and find out if you like it or not? If you do,
then there you go, and if you don’t, then you just don’t do it again
– it doesn’t need to be any more complicated then that.”


“But…” he started, though Rachel was quick to cut him off.


“But what?” she jeered. “You two do all sorts of kinky
shit together, so don’t tell me that suddenly you’re shy about
whether she enjoys the touch of another! You can fuck somebody and
have it just be about the sex … it doesn’t have to go any further than
that.”


“Really?”


“I think so, and Jen thinks so, too, or else she
would’ve never suggested all of this in the first place! This whole
thing is first and foremost about a fantasy, so just enjoy it –
don’t let it spoil all of the fun by thinking about reality!”


“And besides,” she added with a grin, “we’re in Vegas, and
what happens in Vegas…”


David grinned himself for the first time during their meal,
looking up to see a compassionate friend who, behind all of the jeering and
teasing, clearly did really want to see him enjoy this bizarre and
scandalous fantasy of his…


“I don’t really know how to say this, but thanks…” he told
her as he took a sip from his glass. “I’m sure this is just as awkward for
you…”


“Not really!” Rachel laughed. “It’s your fantasy, not
mine!”


“Seriously, though … I’m actually really enjoying it – on a
number of levels, actually…”


“How so?” David responded curiously.


“Well … this has been a really sincere and personal
conversation, and I appreciate that you’ve been willing to trust me enough
to have it with me. And on the other side, I always find it fun talking
with Jennifer about the sex life that the two of you share! All of the straps
and cuffs and crops and corsets … my sex life isn’t
like that, so I guess it’s just exciting and intriguing for me to hear
about it second-hand from your bedroom…”


David chuckled at the thought, not having even remotely
imagined such a perspective.


“In fact…” Rachel continued with a raise of her
eyebrows, “if we’re done talking about all of this seriousness for a
while, what do you say that we have a little fun with this fantasy of yours
instead?!”


“What’d you have in mind???”


“Well, one thing that I’ve always been a little jealous
about whenever I hear Jen talk about it is when she has you worship her
boots!”


A mischievous grin grew across the woman’s face as the words
slipped from her own tongue and continued…


“And yes, I’ve cleared all of this with your wife
– in fact, she kind of suggested it – so I don’t know if you
happened to notice my marvelous choice of footwear for this evening, but
I have a phone call to make, and I was thinking that maybe while I’m
checking in on an old friend of mine, maybe you could be a good boy and
clean these things off for me before you take me dancing here in a bit!”


In fact, David had noticed Rachel’s choice of
footwear – an elegant, but sexy pair of leather knee boots with just enough
heel to look flirty without edging into call girl territory. He had tried to
control his wandering eyes earlier when his wife was still with them on their
way to the bar where they had stopped earlier, but they were definitely
gorgeous boots and they fell right up his alley as something that he would
really enjoy up close and personal.


“Right here? In the restaurant?!” he protested, his eyes
nonetheless dropping down to checkout her boots while they talked.


“Oh, please!” she countered. “There’s nobody else over here
in this section anyways, and besides, ‘What happens in Vegas!’ I’m
sure that these people see weird stuff like that all the time…”


“Weird?!” he asked, half taken aback, half jokingly.


Rachel rolled her eyes as she laughed out loud, pushing him
away playfully.


“Just get down there and thank me for being an awesome
dinner date properly!”


He chuckled to himself as he looked around at the empty
section for a moment, then slid back his chair and knelt down on the floor next
to his wife’s best friend. Rachel grinned as she looked down her nose at him,
then began to rummage through her purse for her phone as she crossed her legs
and put one of her boots in the perfect position for him to pay tribute to her
through.


Just as his lips first came into contact with the fine,
Italian leather that griped her right foot in a delicate arch, David’s ears
perked up as he realized that Rachel was in fact calling his wife to
check in…


“Hey, sweetie – how’s it going so far?!”


“Really? Well, that sounds like fun!”


“So you’d say that Vegas is giving you a decent
selection to choose from?!”


“That’s perfect…”


“We’re doing good. Just finishing up dinner … had some
really nice conversation about everything … he’s actually on his knees cleaning
up my boots for me now!”


“Yep, right here in the restaurant.”


“Wicked?! Well if I am, then I’ve learned from the best…”


“So what are your thoughts for tonight?”


“He sounds cute – I think you should definitely
feel that one out and see if there’s any chemistry there.”


“A little dirty dancing? Well, I was actually
going to make your little hubby here take me dancing, too, but just let me know
which clubs you’re interested in and then we’ll steer clear of those.”


“Yeah – just text me. We’ve still got to eat dessert here
first…”


“I think it’s going very well … and for you?”


“Good – that makes me happy.”


“Can’t say too much – prying ears that should be
focusing on my boots right now!”


“Have fun – I’ll talk to ya later…”


Just as Rachel was hanging up with Jennifer and re-crossing
her legs to give her friend on his knees access to her other boot, their
waitress came to the table – paused momentarily to see David down on his knees
beside the table, hard at work kissing the woman’s boots – then turned to
Rachel and asked if she would care for any dessert.


“I think the cheesecake tiramisu sounds delicious, so
I’ll have that, and he’ll have the chocolate cheesecake,” she told the
waitress.


“And if he’s still working when you get back,” she
added with a wink, “he’ll take his down on the floor…”


“Yes, ma’am,” the waitress replied with a laugh, “we’ll have
those out for you right away…”


Rachel smiled as she watched the waitress just shake her
head as she walked back to the kitchen.


“Nobody will see, huh?!” David sneered in between kisses up
the back of the fine leather.


“Hey!” Rachel jeered back. “No talking! I’m kind
of enjoying you just being quiet for a while…”


“So…” she continued with a giggle as she stretched her legs
and enjoyed the view, “it sounds like your wife is having quite the fun
night! Something about a bachelor party, and body shots…”


Rachel grinned as David did his best to stay focused on her
boots, but very clearly was blushing…


“She said that she’s got one hot guy who’s been flirting
with her for the last hour. He keeps trying to pull her off from the rest of
the bar to go to some club downstairs … low lights, sexy rhythms,
well-stocked bar … sounds like the perfect opportunity to get a little
closer, if you ask me!”


Just then the waitress reappeared with their desserts, first
setting Rachel’s tiramisu down on the table in front of her, and then crouching
down to place the small plate of chocolate cheesecake for David on the floor
next to Rachel’s feet. Rachel laughed with a huge smile as she thanked the
young girl before she walked away.


Glancing down again to take note of David’s now beet red
face, though he still licked and kissed on, she finally told him with a
resolved smile, “Why don’t you spend a minute or so sucking the heel of each
boot, and then you can stop and have your dessert – I don’t want you getting
chocolate on my boots!”


He licked and sucked each of the pointed stiletto heels on
his back for what he felt was at least a minute, then went to climb back into
his chair before Rachel piped in…


“Hey, hey, hey – I told you that you could have your dessert
… I never said that you could eat it up here with me!”


“Besides,” she added with a sly grin, “being down there by
my feet suits you – that is, for a man who’s not even capable of fucking
his own wife…”


* * * * * * * * * *


“Alright – come on!” Rachel urged as David finished off his
second rum and coke. “You’ve been nursing those drinks long enough – I’m going
to get a dance out of you if it kills you…”


Taking the empty glass from his hand and setting it down on
the nearest high-top as she grabbed his hand and dragged him out onto the dance
floor of the small piano bar that they had found to occupy the remainder of
their evening, Rachel added, “See – here’s a slow one for you and
everything. Anybody can dance to slow songs!”


David reluctantly fell in line and followed Rachel out to a
random vacancy in the dance floor, then brought his hands in around her waist
as she draped her arms around his neck and pulled him in a bit closer than he
was expecting as the lights dimmed and soft music began to fill the air. Taking
note for the first time that evening of the sweet smell of strawberries from
the neck of his wife’s best friend, David did his best to forget about his
dancing insecurities when Rachel spoke casually into his ear and changed the
tune of his predicament entirely…


“So … do you know where the best place to kiss
somebody is?” she asked with a sly grin on her face as their bodies moved
slowly with the music.


“Right here – out on the dance floor,” she continued
without giving him the opportunity to answer. “Intimacy in plain view of the
world, and yet it’s almost expected, so nobody bats an eye … unless
they’re jealous, but who cares about that?! It’s the perfect place to enjoy
a bit of foreplay – bodies close, hips rubbing together to a common
rhythm, and if the chemistry is there and two feel the urge, a passionate
kiss is merely inches away and flows right in line with what everybody is
used to seeing randomly out on the dance floor anyways…”


“Those people looking on from the sidelines, or even dancing
right there with them – they don’t know whether a couple is madly in love,
celebrating their honeymoon or engaged in a sinful affair while they’re
out of town on business. All they know is for that moment in time, those
two dancers belong to each other and the passion that they share between them
is theirs … and no one else’s.”


“What’s your point?” David croaked out in response, already
knowing exactly what Rachel was getting at and yet hanging on her every word
all the more…


“My point,” she giggled, “is that there’s an excellent
chance that your wife is sharing a moment like that with one of her
new friends right now! Some hunky guy who she met at the bar … he bought
her a cherry martini and told her that a lovely lady dressed like she is
tonight belongs next to him, out on the dance floor, and she ate it up
because you never flirt with her like that at home, so she took
him up on his offer and they danced in close proximity for a handful of songs,
their hips undulating towards each other’s in ways that she hasn’t experienced
since college, and she’s having a good time, and he’s having a good time, and
then after a while … a slow song comes on and gives him the excuse that he’s
been looking for to get a little more personal…”


Rachel leaned her body in a bit closer as she continued.


“He pulls her in close, and she wastes no time confirming
his washboard abs and muscular physique as she rests one hand on his chest
while staring dreamily into his eyes for the very first time. For the next 90
seconds they sway back and forth in unison, bereft of the world around them as
an unspoken lust builds between them. Each moment brings them closer physically
and sensuously as their lips linger dangerously close to one another’s, and
then when the tension becomes too much … fireworks.”


“A first kiss of this magnitude has no time for subtleties …
cute, little nibbles can come later … for now their tongues clash hungrily as
their bodies meld together, no one – not even her new partner – none the
wiser that this surge of passion is in fact her own first act of adultery. They
look on to see this woman melting in the arms of her lover, unknowing that
thoughts of her true husband flitter through her head as her lips feed eagerly
on the thralls of another. But she’s committed herself to learning what this is
all about – what it is that turns her husband on so at the thought of her
with another man – and the judgment of her naughty deeds drives her
excitement to the edge of what’s acceptable even in the middle of a crowded
nightclub…”


Rachel grinned as the tempo change announced the end of the
song, pulling away but then taking David’s hands in hers and guiding him into
the basics of the new, more update tune as their dance continued.


“Should I go on???” she inquired with a sly grin, knowing
from their previous closeness that he had already grown somewhat aroused by her
spicy narrative.


“Yes,” he stammered, first looking off into the distance,
then again looking back into her eyes. “Yes, please…”


“Very well! As our couple’s soundtrack increases in speed
much like ours just did, your wife will now be feeling rather horny and
will coyly ask her dance partner if there’s someplace the two of them can go
for a little privacy. He remarks that he’s got a VIP table in the corner
that’s tucked away out of sight, and a moment later he’s asked the server to
bring by a bottle of champagne to toast their newfound friendship. The lounge
is just as secluded as he said it was and before the champagne is even
delivered, your wife has found herself sitting in the stranger’s lap, picking
up where they left off out on the dance floor with not a hint of shyness
between them…”


“Eventually a waitress brings them a bottle of
moderately-priced bubbly and with a twinkle in his eye, her proud host raises a
glass and toasts, ‘To unforgettable evenings…’ and they both take a swig
of champagne in between kisses. As he begins to openly cup her breasts and toy
with her erect nipples through her dress, in a brief flash of alcoholic
uncertainty, she blurts out that she has something to tell him … although her
hands continue to stroke his hair dreamily and she makes no effort to push away
his eager groping.”


“Stealing a long and soulful kiss before responding, he
casually interjects, ‘Let me guess – you’re married.’ To which
she blushes and nods, still enjoying his electrifying touch throughout her
body. ‘Well, Jennifer…’ he tells her while pulling her close, ‘…you’re
being awfully naughty here for a girl who’s supposed to be married.’ She
swoons at the definition of her current affair and swallows his tongue as it
unceremoniously slips between her sultry lips a moment later, savoring the lust
of her wrong deed that – for the moment – feels oh so right…”


“’Does your husband not please you at home the way
a proper man should?’ he asks her as he holds her firmly in his lap. A
large smile grows across her face as she confesses, ‘No, he doesn’t,’ to
the well-built man, desperate for his touch. ‘You know,’ he continues, ‘a
lot of women come to this town because their men back home can’t give them what
they need. Small dicks … a lack of stamina … women like you deserve better
than that…’”


“’You deserve to be fucked by a real
man, Jennifer…’ he whispers smoothly into her ear, the very words
sending tingles through her body as she pressed herself passionately up against
him. By now she’s not at all ashamed to be holding his cock in her hand through
his pants, and she can tell even just by the outline that it’s so much
bigger than what she’s normally used to feeling … or not feeling.”
Rachel laughed as she leaned in close. “You know that she can’t help but think
about fucking it … sucking it … anything to see
what this stud looks like in person!”


David’s heart raced at a million miles a minute as he
listened to Rachel’s narration paint the perfect depiction of his cuckolding
fantasy to every last detail. Hanging on her every word, he wanted to hear more
… she knew every button to push from a woman’s point of view and he could
tell by the sadistic grin on her face that she was loving every minute as her
description grew more and more vivid…


“Do you … think that we could sit down for a second?” he
asked her with a flush look on his face.


Pulling her body up close against him until she could
clearly feel his erection pushing into her down below, she whispered into his
ear, “Sure thing – whatever you want…” as she nonchalantly reached down and
brushed his cock with her hand before leading him off to a table in the corner
of the nightclub. Pointing him to the back of the booth, she slid in beside him
– much cozier than earlier – and placed her hand on his thigh before asking
him, “So … what you think of my little story so far???”


“I … ummm … err…” David stammered, not really able to make
out any words…


Rachel snuggled up provocatively against him, rubbing her
booted foot up against his leg before looking him square in the eye and
announcing, “I know that it turned you on – I want to hear the
words.”


“What?” he replied meekly, his eyes quickly dropping away
from her own.


Extending a finger to his chin and lifting it back up to
meet his eyes with her gaze, she reiterated, “Just say the words – ‘It turns
me on to hear you talk about my wife with another man … and
I want you to continue…’”


With that Rachel moved her other hand farther up David’s
leg, discretely brushing his crotch through his pants with the tips of her
fingers.


“Just say it.”


Unable to break away from her eyes and feeling somewhat
submissive to her at the sight of the grin on her face as she egged him on,
David paused for a moment, then let out a sigh and quickly murmured, “It
turns me on to hear you talk about my wife with another man, and I want you to
continue…”


Rachel shook her head playfully in response, “Oh no no no!
You don’t really think that’s going to cut it with me, do you?! If
you really want this to happen tonight, you need to convince me that
you want this to happen!”


David’s eyes darted off to the dance floor, then down to the
boots that two hours ago he had been cleaning with his tongue, and then finally
back to her eyes again where she waited impatiently for his response. Realizing
that he was running out of excuses in the heat of the moment, he finally took a
deep breath and decided to throw caution to the wind as he told her, this time
more emphatically, “I want to hear more about this other man seducing
my wife…”


“She deserves to get fucked because I can’t
do it properly…”


“Rachel – please tell me more about this other man
having sex with my wife.”


Rachel smiled.


“Better,” she quipped as the ends of
her mouth curled up, “but I’m not sure if you deserve to hear more of
the story. If you’re just a cuckold, what makes you worthy of
hearing about the sexual exploits that your wife enjoys with superior
men???”


David waited for a laugh that didn’t
come, and once he realized that she was prompting him for another response, he
froze and started to speak, then stopped…


“What is it?” Rachel asked with a
curious grin, still not willing to break her intimidating glare.


“I … ummm … err…”


“Speak!”


“I, well … I should be locked up for this.”


She raised an eyebrow with intrigue, and although she
already knew exactly what he was referring to, she still wanted to hear him say
it.


“What’s that now?”


“Ummmm – I don’t know if she’s told you or not, but
sometimes when Jennifer and I play she locks me up in this chastity belt, and
then she teases me about my fantasy…”


“…about her being with another man…”


“Interesting!” Rachel chuckled back. “So ideally she should lock
that tiny dick of yours up in chastity before getting fulfilled
by a real cock herself???”


“Yeah…”


“Well, it’s funny you should mention that,” she continued as
she reached over to her purse on the table, “because Jen and I actually planned
for this…”


Placing a small, black nylon pouch on the table that David
instantly recognized as the case to his acrylic chastity belt, Rachel asked
coyly, “So do you think that you should probably be wearing that at this
point?”


“Yes,” he admitted sheepishly.


“And you know that I don’t have a key for it, right?”


“Yes…”


“Only Jennifer has the key, and right now she’s out flirting
with other men. In fact, if you put it on now, there’s a chance that
you might not get out of it until tomorrow…”


“I know.”


“And that excites you, doesn’t it?”


“It does…”


“If it turns you on that much, beg me to lock you in
it…”


“Please, Rachel…”


“Please, Rachel, what???”


“Please lock me up in my chastity belt. Every word that
you say makes me harder. I don’t deserve to be hard in your presence…”


Rachel laughed at his last comment.


“No, you certainly don’t! But more importantly, I
need to lock you up because your dick is worthless … to me, to your
wife, to all women. You’re not capable of pleasing a woman with that
thing, so it needs to be locked away so that none of us have to ever deal with
it again.”


David felt a shiver run down his spine, though his cock grew
harder than ever.


“And also know this…” Rachel continued, lifting her leg over
his and moving her lips dangerously close to his, “…if her husband’s cock, small
as it may be, is locked up in chastity, Jen will have no choice but
to find another lover to fulfill her basic needs as a woman. Sure, she’s
the one with the key … but placing your man under chastity is a very
powerful symbol – it shows that you’re not interested in sexual
pleasure from that person any longer.”


“All she’s waiting for now is for you to close the
lock…”


David trembled as his wife’s best friend laid it all out for
him in no uncertain terms. He could tell that she knew from Jennifer exactly
what buttons to press, and she wasn’t leaving a single stone unturned to push
him completely over the edge towards this insanely erotic fantasy that had
haunted him for as long as he could remember. He wondered what Jennifer was really
doing at that very moment – was she sitting back having a good laugh, or
was she all into this fantasy experiment just like Rachel was now … waiting for
him to make the next move to show just how badly he really wanted it. Any
moment he was waiting for Rachel’s phone to ring with his wife seductively
asking if he was ready to take their game to the next level…


“Please lock me in chastity, Rachel. I
don’t want to disappoint Jennifer when she calls…”


* * * * * * * * * *


“Drop your pants,” Rachel prompted curtly as the two
disappeared into the restroom, with Rachel quickly clicking the lock on the
door behind them as the lights came on with a soft flicker. David paused as she
set her purse down on the nearby counter and pulled out the black nylon pouch,
opening it with an ominous *zip* before looking over at him still frozen in the
same place and jeering, “Well come on now! No sense in getting all shy on me
now…”


She smirked as his eyes dropped nervously to the floor
before he first unbuttoned his pants and dropped them to the floor, then after
looking back at her and knowing what was expected, quickly pulled down his boxers
as well, his erection now protruding freely from his waist. Rachel emptied the
contents of the pouch onto the counter and began to assemble the plastic cock
cage as Jennifer had shown her earlier, setting the tiny, brass padlock off to
one side, knowing that she didn’t have the key to open it again if it got
closed accidentally.


Satisfied with her work, she couldn’t help but laugh as she
turned back around to see her best friend’s husband standing there with his
pants and underwear around his ankles and a well-pronounced hard-on between his
legs…


“Awfully aroused for somebody who’s not going to be
getting laid tonight!” she said with a beaming smile as she sized up his dick
for the first time with her own eyes. Walking over to him, she ordered, “Hands behind
your back!” before taking a firm hold of it with her right hand. “I guess it’s
not terribly small,” she commented as she gave it a couple of squeezes
before holding her fingers out as if to measure it, “but she can still do better.”


“Besides, what good is a hard cock if it cums prematurely
forty-five seconds into its job?!”


David’s face turned beet red, his eyes dropping back to the
woman’s boots as she continued taunting him.


“But don’t worry, sweetie – that’s why we’re just going to lock
that thing up, out of sight, out of mind, and then your wife will be free
to get fucked by a man who can last longer than a minute to
satisfy her!”


Rachel leaned in and gave him a quick peck on the cheek
before walking back over to the counter and turning the cold water knob on the
sink on full. As she ran her right hand under the water, she was quick to note,
“Of course, you’re never going to fit into this thing hard like that, and
you’re certainly not allowed to cum at this point…”


Stepping back to his side, she surprised him by taking his
balls in her cold, wet hand as she placed the other one on his back and
continued soothingly, “…so let’s just get you nice and soft again so that we
can put you where you belong.”


The woman smiled softly as she noticed David’s breathing
begin to deepen as he attempted to regain control of himself, her cold hand
having exactly the intended effect as she watched his penis slowly deflate
until it hung loosely between his legs. Before removing her hand, she chuckled
half under her breath, “It definitely looks a lot less impressive like
this…”


Tilting his head back in angst as Rachel eventually left him
monetarily to retrieve his cage, along with a small bottle of lubricant, from
the counter, he was quickly corrected by the new dominant as she returned.


“Eyes down!” she instructed. “I think I kind of like you
that way, so keep your eyes down on the floor … by my boots … until I
tell you otherwise.”


“I’m sorry, Miss Taylor…” he murmured as his head and eyes
dropped back to the floor, his words eliciting a small grin from the woman as
she opened the bottle of lube and first applied a small amount to the inside of
the cage as she’d been shown, then put a few additional drops in her hand
before generously rubbing it into his dick, taking extra care to ensure that
she was thorough, but not sensual to avoid him getting aroused all over
again.


Remembering how her friend had explained that time was of
the essence when attempting to put David into chastity because he would
often get turned-on by the process itself, thus making it that much more
difficult to cram him into the tiny cock cage, Rachel quickly wiped the rest of
the lube from her hands with a paper towel and then crouched down in front of
him, cage in hand, and began to fit the primary ring behind his balls that
would ultimately hold the entire cage securely in place.


As the main ring clicked into place with a minimal amount of
pinching and squealing, Rachel momentarily stood up and retrieved the prized
padlock before retaking her place in front of him and setting it to the side,
then taking the flaccid-shaped cage itself and making her first attempt at
slipping it over the slowly growing member. Struggling a bit with the head, she
quickly added an extra drop of lube and was luckily able to get it to slide
inside, after which the rest of his penis was quick to follow, and before she
knew it she was fitting the top of the cage into the locking pins that now only
required the padlock to be complete…


Looking up at him with an evil grin, Rachel toyed with the
small lock between her fingers for a moment, studying the plastic cage in front
of her and marveling as he appeared to already be growing … or at least trying
to grow … inside of it. Finally shaking her head with a chuckle, she
carefully slipped the lock’s shackle through the matching hole in the center
pin, and then a moment later with an echoing *click*, it was done.


Next inspecting her handiwork with a curious excitement,
Rachel first gingerly tapped on the outside of the cage with her fingernails,
then later took hold of the tip and gave it a solid tug, eliciting a quiet
grunt from her victim as the cage stayed solidly put and instead pulled both
his dick and balls painfully away from his body as one unit with the chastity
device. She laughed anyways, taking particular amusement how only his balls now
hung free from the device, and safe for a couple of strategically positioned
holes at the tip for urination, David was now completely isolated from his own
penis.


She liked that.


“So how does it feel?” she asked with the raise of an
eyebrow as she stood up.


“Snug. Secure,” he replied sheepishly, his eyes still
focused on the floor in front of him.


“Good – that’s just the way that it should be,” she quipped
in return.


“Now you’ll excuse me if I want to see a little demo of
how this thing works, seeing as I’ve never actually witnessed one in the
flesh before…”


With that Rachel ran her hands down David’s chest until they
reached the buttons of his shirt, which she then began to undo one by one until
his untucked shirt was about halfway unbuttoned and she found herself easy
access to push the shirt to the side and locate her real target – his
nipples.


“Jen tells me that you just love having your nipples
played with!” the woman jeered as she took one in each hand and began to knead
them between her thumb and forefinger.


“Yes, Miss Taylor…” he gasped unexpectedly with a sharp
intake. “I like it very much…”


Rachel smiled again at the new moniker that she had earned
in her budding dominant role.


“She actually said you were a … what’s the term that she
used???” she pondered as she continued. “Oh yes, that’s right – pain slut.”


David nodded, his eyes already closed shut as his centered
on the sensations as his new dominant grew more frisky.


“Do you want more???” she asked as she slowly increased the
intensity between her digits.


“Yes, please…” he moaned.


“Yes, please, what???”


“Yes, please, Miss Taylor…”


“Ok, then beg me!” Rachel implored as she continued a
steady rhythm. “What do you want me to do?!”


“Please use your nails, Miss Taylor…” he whimpered
softly. “Please hurt me with your nails, Miss Taylor…”


With that, Rachel drove the new pink acrylic nails on her
thumbs into David’s tender nipples simultaneously and began to rock them back
and forth as she steadily increased pressure, summoning forth a surprising moan
from her submissive as she watched him melt between her fingertips before her
very eyes.


“Not too loud…” she cautioned. “The last thing we need is
somebody calling security to come and ruin our fun … especially when you’ve
got that thing locked around you without a key in sight!”


Rachel laughed as he squirmed against her biting grip for
the next couple of minutes, changing rhythms and positions of her nails as she
searched for the optimal area of tender flesh as he grew increasingly weak with
every moment…


“Well, that thing sure seems to be working!” she boasted
proudly, glancing down to see his dick throbbing in its cage as thin strings of
pre-cum slowly dripped out through the opening in its head. “Does it hurt straining
against its cage, unable to get fully erect or find any relief???”


“A little, Miss Taylor,” he grunted as she continued his
torment, later adding, “the more aroused I get, the more it starts to strain …
and that’s when it really starts to ache…”


“Ahhhh – I see!” Rachel exclaimed with a smile. “You know,
after seeing you like this in it, I really don’t understand why Jennifer
doesn’t just keep you in chastity all the time! It seems like it would
be so much simpler … I might have to talk to her about that…”


“Of course, if it turns out that this little experiment of
ours ends up being successful and it becomes another kinky thing that
you guys start doing back home, it might make sense for your wife to
keep you locked up 24/7 as long as she finds herself having more fun fucking
random guys she picks up at bars than by trying to have sex with her
husband back at home. Just think … what’s the longest you’ve ever worn that
thing???”


“Ummmm … a week, I think?” he grunted in between
breaths.


“A week … that’s a nice start, but just think if she
were to come to you and say, ‘I’m going to lock you up for a month while
I go out a few times a week looking for lust!’”


“Or better yet,” she prodded even further, “what if she were
to find a sexy businessman that she really likes, and she decided that she
eventually she wanted to start dating him on the side?! Jen could
theoretically keep you locked up in chastity for months on end
without release if she were to find herself a nice boyfriend to
satisfy her urges…”


“What do you think about that?!” she chuckled
sadistically as she dug her nails in deeper with every emphasis. “Does your
wife need to find herself a hunky boyfriend to fuck on a regular basis because
you can’t please her sexually?!”


“…I … I … I don’t know…”


“Ha!” Rachel laughed in his face, “If she could only see you
now – so helpless and submissive at the hands of her best friend! Come to think
of it, I think that if Jen does decide to pursue some extracurricular
activities when she gets back home, I might just have to volunteer
to babysit you while she’s out to make sure you stay in line. I think
that would be fun…”


“What do you think, slave?! Would you enjoy that?
Look into my eyes and answer me!”


After focusing on the floor around Rachel’s boots for so
long, David had to take a moment to readjust his eyes in between the searing
bouts of pain running through his nipples as he slowly raised his head to look
his assailant directly in her big, brown eyes. The shine on her burgundy lips
was mesmerizing as he watched her smirk and grin to his every reaction to her
fingernails, which by then were starting to feel like they were about ready to draw
blood.


Of course, his wife knew all too well that such moments were
really when his submission seemed to skyrocket him to a whole new level as a
result of the intense, persistent pain as well as the undeniable sense of
satisfaction that the dominant had the potential to give off … something that
Rachel was actually executing damn near perfectly as she relentlessly
tortured and humiliated him simultaneously. It was enough to make him wonder just
how much Jennifer had gotten in the habit of sharing with her best friend
about their sex life, though admittedly at that very moment, he certainly
didn’t have any complaints…


“I …,” he stammered, “…I would like that … Miss Taylor…”


Rachel smiled smugly as she looked him straight in the eye,
“Now, you understand that I wouldn’t be easy on you like I have so far
this weekend, though. Once Jen walks me through all of those neat toys that you
guys have … well, let’s just say that I think that it would only be fair for
me, as your wife’s best friend, to develop a punishment plan that’s
fitting of someone who’s unable to pleasure her. I would think that a man who
can’t fulfill such a basic need deserves to be tortured quite severely.”


The gleam in her eye made him clear a frog in his throat as
he could tell by her delivery that she meant every word. It was no secret that
she was enjoying this just as much as him, and he could only
imagine what was in store for him the rest of the night if his wife did choose
to fulfill their fantasy…


“So tell me,” she told him as she finally released his sore
nipples with one last giggle-induced squeeze, “what are your thoughts on
tonight? If she called me right now, would you want her to go through
with it???”


David stared into his wife’s friend’s eyes for a few
seconds, then humbly admitted, “Yes … I think I would…”


“Excellent,” she replied quickly with a smile. “Exactly what
I wanted to hear!”


Then crouching down by his cage again, Rachel nonchalantly
ran her finger over the tip of the cage, collecting a few drops of his own
pre-cum that had spilled from his caged penis during their encounter,
continuing with a laugh as she stood back up, “You know, you’ve made a real
mess here today! You’re lucky that you didn’t get any on my boots.
Now open your mouth…”


He glanced at the finger she held in front of his face, the
pungent smell already clear as he knew exactly what she intended to do. He
froze and continued staring until she eventually got impatient and threatened,
“Do you really want me to have to tell Jennifer that you disobeyed me???”


David winced at the thought, reluctantly opening his mouth
just enough for her to slip her finger inside, his tongue instantly assaulted
with the salty fluid as he did his best to lick Rachel’s finger clean…


“I have absolutely no sympathy for you on this one,”
she smirked as she pulled her finger back from his mouth, chuckling under her
breath as he made a face as a result of the taste. “…considering what you guys
expect us girls to do! And besides, not for nothing but you might
want to get used to it … she hasn’t told you yet, but she confessed to
me that it’s kind of a turn-on of hers … the thought of you cleaning her
out after she’s been with her lover…”


“How humiliating is THAT?!”


Rachel tweaked his nipples with a grin, adding, “Now pull
your pants back up – I think we’re done here…” before turning to put the
lubricant and the empty case to his cage back in her purse. Slinging her purse
over her shoulder as she was ready to unlock the restroom door, she paused and
then abruptly reached out and gave him a hug, telling him in a more toned down
voice, “Everything ok? You’re doing great…”


David simply nodded as the hug broke free, her warm smile
illuminating the room and helping his tension to settle as he finished
re-buttoning his shirt, taking notice already the extra sensitivity as his
tender nipples brushed against the fabric.


“Oh yes, before I forget,” she announced before exiting the
room. “Get on your knees again and kiss my boots to thank me for locking you up
in chastity…”


Her eyes eagerly followed him down as the man that she had
just tormented now dropped to the floor and brought his lips once again to the
toes of her leather boots. She savored the view that she was really beginning
to enjoy – particularly after knowing what she had just locked his dick into -
as he took his time caressing the black leather thoroughly with his tongue,
then without disrupting his tribute, she carefully reached into her purse and
pulled out her phone, which she used to take a photo of the chaste man who was
oh so eagerly groveling at her feet.


By the time he had finished and they were finally making
their departure, the photo had been sent to her friend with a poignant caption…


”Hope everything is going awesome with you! Things are
progressing nicely here – all locked up and awaiting your call…”


* * * * * * * * * *


David and Rachel walked along the sizable concourse that
stretched between their hotel and the many others along the strip, admiring all
of the flashy lights as they made their way to the iconic dancing water
fountain that they had both wanted to check out. Finding an isolated bench away
from the random crowds of people who were also admiring the show, the two took
a moment to relax and enjoy the ambiance that the night had provided, a
beautiful array of water and lights performing for them just off in the
distance.


A few minutes after the dazzling display came to a close and
the onlookers began to flow along the promenade once again, David found himself
taken off guard as Rachel suddenly rapped at the plastic cage through his pants
playfully, giggling as he turned bright red at the thought of someone noticing…


“Hey!” he exclaimed surprisingly as he first moved to guard
himself, then paused as he began to fall back into his previous role.


“Excuse me?!” she shot back with a whimsical grin
that turned to laughter as soon as his eyes fell back to her feet.


“That’s what I thought…” she smirked, looking over at
David like he’d forgotten his new place, knowing that the passing crowd had way
too many other things to focus on to be paying any attention to them, anyways.


“That reminds me,” she added, glancing down at the time on
her phone. “I should be getting a call sooner or later here, so we need
to go over a few rules for how that’s going to go down.”


“Do I need to put you at my feet while we go over
these, or do you think you’ll be able to behave yourself and pay
attention to what I have to say???”


David blushed as he looked up from her booted feet back to
Rachel’s eyes, quietly replying, “I’ll behave, Miss Taylor…”


“Good,” she quipped back brightly with a grin from the
newfound power that she wielded taking shape on her face.


“So,” she began to explain, “how this is going to work is
that your wife is going to call me at some point in the near future this
evening, as you already know. We’re going chat for a while … you know,
about the weather and the latest issue of Cosmo and those cute,
new shoes that she was wearing earlier today…” she joked. “And then eventually
I suppose we’ll probably also get around to talking about that
thing that she was supposed to be doing tonight. What was it? Oh yeah – finding
a guy for her to fuck that isn’t you!”


“From our last conversation, it sounded like she already had
one dark and handsome prospect who was looking rather promising, so I’m
kind of curious to hear how that’s going! Hopefully by now she’s managed
to get nice and cozy with her new friend, her flirtations giving her a
nice preview of what she could have to come … the power that she could
have thrusting between her legs into the wee hours of the night…”


“I’m sure by the time we’re done chatting, I’ll have
a pretty good idea of where she stands on this whole thing, so that’s
when it’ll turn to you for the final word. When Jennifer’s good and
ready, I’m going to put my phone on speaker and that’s when you’ll get to talk
to her directly … with a couple of important exceptions, of course…”


“Rule #1,” she explained with a sly grin, clearly
having put some thought into the exchange, “is that as far as you’re
concerned, your wife is not your wife right now. I’ve got her
wedding ring in my purse and you’re wearing a chastity cage to which only she holds
the key – as far as you’re concerned, Jennifer’s a single woman right now,
and you’re going to treat her exactly as such.”


“That means no first names – just like you’ve been
doing with me ever since I locked your tiny dick up like you begged me to, you’ve
been referring to me by my maiden name and I kind of like it! So I want
you to do the same with Jennifer … until that thing comes off and her ring is
back on her finger, she’s Miss Young to you – do you understand?”


David nodded solemnly, “Yes, Miss Taylor.”


“Rule #2 – When she does call, it’s not going
to be a discussion between the two of you … this is a woman who left
her husband behind and now is out for a night of fun and debauchery, so
you’ll maintain that dynamic until we’re done. She’ll ask you a question,
you’ll answer it, and I expect to hear you address her by her proper name
after each time that you do - simple as that.”


“Yes, Miss Taylor…”


“And Rule #3,” Rachel concluded, “whatever your
decision ends up being, you’re to be humble and respectful and to
thank her profusely for giving you this opportunity. I’m not going to
twist your arm one way or the other – I think by now you’ve seen all of the
benefits that exploring this fantasy of yours here and now in the city that
doesn’t kiss and tell, but ultimately it’s your decision to play or
to call it a night once Jennifer’s decided whether or not she wants to move
forward herself. Understood?”


David nodded again, “Yes, Miss Taylor,” adding, “…and by the
way, thank you for everything that you’ve done with me this evening. I
can’t really put into words what a rollercoaster tonight has been for me, but I
can tell that you both put a lot into it and whatever happens, I really
appreciate you caring enough to push me towards peeling back some of the layers
of this…”


Rachel blushed for the first time that evening, “Awwww – you’re
welcome! I’ve had so much fun this evening – I never would’ve
expected it when Jen first suggested this little scheme to me,
but it’s certainly been fun to watch you squirm…”


“In fact, if there weren’t so many people around, I’d tell
you to get back on the ground and worship by boots some more to help pass the
time!” she laughed. “But instead, why don’t you go and find me a strawberry
daiquiri … there should be a bar just inside the hotel…”


“As you wish, Miss Taylor…” David told her with a small
smile, though before he got up to walk away, he surprised Rachel by taking a
quick look around to ensure his nerves about onlookers, then swiftly dropping
to his knees and giving one of her boots a several-second smooch before
standing back up and walking off in the direction of the hotel.


“Good boy…” she murmured to herself as he walked out
of sight, wishing that they had the time and privacy for more.


When David returned about ten minutes later, his heart began
to race as he noticed that Rachel was on the phone as he walked up. Handing her
the fruity drink, he quietly took his seat beside her and listened as he
waited…


“That sounds like fun! I’m not gonna lie, I’m a
little jealous…”


“Oh, I am – I was actually just telling him that I’m
really enjoying myself … I mean, how often does a girl get to relentlessly
mock a guy and actually watch it turn him on instead of just pissing
him off?!”


“I think he’s having a good time, too. I’m sure that some
of this has been a little intense, but that’s what he said the fantasy
was all about, didn’t he?”


“Actually, I tell you what – he just walked up … would
you like to talk to him yourself?”


“Ok – hold on. Let me put you on speaker…”


Rachel pressed a couple of buttons on the phone, then held
it out in front of her between the two of them before announcing, “Here he is…”


“So, slave boy,” David heard his wife ask sweetly
over the phone, “I hear that you’ve been doing some preparations to
get yourself ready for me cuckolding you for the first time tonight…” 


“Yes, Miss Young,” he responded solemnly, “Miss
Taylor locked me in my belt because she says that I don’t deserve to be free if
I can’t please you, Miss Young…”


Jen laughed into the phone.


“That’s definitely true – Miss Taylor is a very smart
woman! Have you been following her every word like I would expect you to???”


“Yes, Miss Young…”


“Good,” she purred as a small smile appeared on Rachel’s
face while she held the phone out to me. “Now I don’t want to drag this out
because I’ve got a gentleman here who’s really starting to grow on
me. Let’s get this over with so that you can get back to kissing
Rachel’s boots and *I* can finish what I’ve started here!”


“For the last couple of hours, a tall and handsome man named
Jason has been seducing your wife, David. He’s bought me a number of
drinks, he’s been flirting with me pretty much since he laid eyes on me, and he
seemed particularly interested in getting me out on the dance floor because it
gave him an excuse to put his hands on me…”


Rachel grinned and nodded an ‘I told you so’ look at
me as her best friend continued.


“On more than one occasion, we’ve already kissed tonight
… a couple of times while we were dancing, and then he insisted on us finding a
dark corner where we got a little more intimate. Let’s just say that
kissing him made me very wet, and by the time he was done groping me while
we made out in the corner, he was well aware of the effect that he was
having on me!”


David felt his heart race as his wife’s sexual escapades
were spelled out before him in details that he certainly wasn’t expecting, and
yet they turned on his bewildered brain just the same.


“So you know the questions that are going to come next…” she
taunted with a slight sneer to her tone.


“Number 1 – does knowing that your wife has
been heavily flirting with another man tonight turn you on?”


David thought for a moment, then looked down and focused his
eyes on Rachel’s leather boots as he admitted, “Yes, Miss Young – yes it
does.”


They could both hear her snicker over the phone.


“Ok, then Number 2 – does it turn you on the
thought of your wife getting fucked by her new friend here tonight while
you’re there locked up in chastity?”


David took another deep breath, then closed his eyes and
replied again, “Yes, Miss Young – it turns me on very much.”


“Excellent…” she purred.


“So this is the last one, and it’s really more of a statement
than a question,” Jennifer explained while her husband sat on
the other end of the phone in anticipation like he’d never felt before…


“My friend’s name here is Jason. If you want me to
go through with this tonight, I want to hear you tell me what you want
me to do with Jason, and why.”


This was it … the final moment of truth … his last chance to
back out, or to finally succumb to the dark fantasy that had followed him for
years. All he needed was to say the words for him to see this forbidden fantasy
of his play out in the flesh with his wife, his loving dominant, his willing
provocateur happily taking the helm. Did he dare take this final plunge and
allow himself to give in to these desires that excited him more than
anything???


There was a long pause as he took several deep breaths and
looked over to Rachel, and her sexy boots, and anywhere else that he could seek
for guidance … yet he knew that in this very moment, the decision was his and
his alone.


“Miss Young…” he started nervously as both girls
waited curiously for the next words to fall.


“…I want Jason to fuck you.”


Rachel smiled as she held the phone out, and as she listened
as his confession continued, she had a feeling that her friend was beaming an
excited smile at that same moment, too.


“I want you to spend the night with him and savor every
inch of his massive cock as he penetrates you over and over again, and I want
you to call out his name when you cum in ecstasy.”


“I want you to do this because me and my tiny dick aren’t
able to satisfy you like a real man should. That’s why tonight I belong in
chastity, and you belong with Jason’s cock in your pussy.”


David blushed as the final words left his mouth, and as the
air hung silently he wondered if he was expected to continue until shortly
thereafter he heard his wife’s approval chirping sweetly on the line…


“That’s wonderful to hear, my pet! I have a feeling that
this is a night that all of us are going to remember for a very long
time…”


“Now one last thing … I won’t keep you long because I’ve
got somebody waiting for me and I’m getting wetter every second that
I think about what he’s got in store for me … but I want you to get down on
your knees and put your lips on Rachel’s boot – it sounds like I’ve left you in
quite capable hands, so you’re hers for the rest of the night! I expect
to hear nothing but praise for your behavior when we meet up in the morning…”


Rachel grinned and pointed suggestively down at her toes as
she glanced around before quipping, “Better do what she says! Besides, you’re
in Vegas … these people have seen much worse…” with a hearty laugh
as she took the phone back off of speaker and brought it to her ear as she
watched David reluctantly get down on the ground and bring his lips once again
to the shiny, black boot leather…


“So you have fun now, sweetie!”


“Oh, I’m pretty sure that I’m going to have a
great night, too…”


“Yes, ma’am – he definitely is! Only a couple of people
have noticed so far, but I don’t want to embarrass him too much…”


“I will definitely do that. I’ve already got a
couple of things in mind … a nice foot rub seems like it would be in
order after wearing these boots around all evening … it seems only fair  if
he’s got a thing for them, anyways…”


“Ok. Be safe and enjoy yourself! We’ll meet you for
brunch downstairs in the morning…”


As their conversation finally came to a close, Rachel smiled
warmly as she motioned for David to join her on the bench.


“So that’s that!” she announced excitedly. “I don’t know if
I get to call you a cuckold yet or if it’s not official
until she does the deed, but I do think that a drink to celebrate this
new facet of your kinky life is certainly in order!”


Leaning in a little closer, she then put her arm around him
and whispered, “If you find yourself doubting any of this, just remind yourself
how unbelievably horny you’ve been for the last couple of hours as this
fantasy of yours has been playing out. Not everybody gets an opportunity like
this, so just sit back and take it all in for all that it’s worth, and then you
can decide if it’s still something that you’re interested in another day…”


“And besides,” she added with a chuckle as the two of them got
up, “this is a first for me, too! I’ve never had my own slave boy before!
I’ve only got you for one night, so I’ve gotta put you to work!”


“I could definitely go for some more of this boot
worship in the privacy of my own room … I don’t think that I could ever get
tired of watching that!”


“And then as you may have heard, eventually the boots do
have to come off, and a nice, long foot rub would certainly win you
some new points in my book…”


“From there – who knows?! I just heard that one of my
friends is out on a hot date right now and her room is right next to mine … maybe
if we listen real close, we’ll be able to hear her getting fucked later on
tonight!”


* * * * * * * * * *


 “She said not to wait for her, so let’s go ahead and eat –
she’ll be here soon enough…” Rachel told David as they entered the restaurant
around 11:00am the next morning for brunch.


Both were nearly finished before David saw Rachel wave at
someone and turned to see his wife Jennifer approaching from across the
restaurant. She wore a colorful black and yellow sun dress with her hair in a
messy bun on her head, and with an intriguing glow that could only be explained
by the context of the previous 24 hours, he’d seldom seen her more beautiful…


“There she is!” Rachel greeted her with a smile, and they
both got up to meet her with warm hugs and a smooth kiss on the lips with a
quick wink for David. After he pulled out the chair next to him for her to sit
down, all focus at the table turned to Jen as she had expected and she began to
blush profusely, simply not knowing where to even start.


Rachel finally broke the ice and comically asked, “So … how
sore are you this morning?!”


Both girls laughed while David just smiled and blushed a bit
himself, with Jen finally shaking her head and professing, “Oh my god – I’ve
never felt so worked out down there in my life! It was like I was in
college again, but better!”


David squirmed in his seat a bit, but secretly hung on every
word that his wife used to describe her sexual encounter from the previous evening
until Rachel eventually cut her off and prompted, “Let’s go get you something
to eat from the buffet. David, you stay here…”


The two girls giggled as they stepped away from the table
and he could vaguely hear their gossip from across the restaurant for several
minutes before eventually they joined him again, Rachel dropping a chocolate
chip muffin down on his plate with a wink as they both settled in and allowed
Jen a chance to eat her breakfast.


After she had cleared her plate and was now just sipping her
tea as she continued to bubble on about how much she had enjoyed her evening as
a promiscuous woman, at one point in the conversation she piped up, “Oh, yeah –
Rachel, before I forget … can I have my wedding ring back, please?”


David admittedly felt his heart sink a little as he detected
the first sign of their kinky adventure coming to a close, though his dick
still remained locked in his pants by the chastity belt to which Jennifer held
the key…


“So does this mean that your little escapade in Vegas is
over now?” her friend asked with a smirk, as if she already knew the answer to
her question.


“Actually…” Jen chimed back with a grin as she
admired the shiny, diamond-studded gold band that she had slipped back onto her
left ring finger, “…funny story! So at one point last night, I was
cuddling with Jason and we were talking, and eventually I admitted that I
actually was married.”


“This was well after we had fucked … at least the first
few times, anyways … and so I didn’t feel too bad about it because I
figured that he’d leave after hearing it and I could just go to sleep.”


“But as it turns out…” she continued with a huge grin
on her face, “apparently there are some men out there who just absolutely
love the idea of fucking another guy’s wife! He was all over me
even more than before, and when I started to gush about how much bigger he
was than my husband?!”


“Let’s just say, if I’d have known earlier, I wouldn’t
have exactly kept it a secret … apparently being a naughty girl in
Vegas has its perks!!!”


The girls shared a laugh until Jennifer leaned in and
whispered, “I love you, honey!” to her husband before giving him a quick
peck on the cheek. A moment later he felt her reaching down underneath the
table, her hand cupping his plastic-encased groin through his shorts as she
added, “I hope you weren’t in too big of a hurry to get this off because
I was just starting to enjoy myself…”


With that Rachel also leaned in on his other side and
lowered her voice to say, “Now remember what I said yesterday – just because
she has her ring back now … this doesn’t end until you come out of that
belt, too … and it sounds like Miss Young might have other plans this
afternoon that don’t involve showing you any relief just yet.”


Jen and Rachel turned and giggled to each other, with David
in between and very much speechless.


“Indeed. I was actually thinking about maybe laying out by
the pool this afternoon … I’ve got this cute, new bikini that I think the
boys might like, so I thought it might be fun to test my little theory poolside!
That is, if you don’t mind babysitting slave boy here for another
night…”


“Not at all!” Rachel returned eagerly. “I’m happy to say
that he was a terrific servant for me last night and I’d be happy to
have him at my feet whenever you find yourself otherwise occupied!
Although some pool time actually does sound quite nice…”


“As long as he doesn’t interfere…” Jennifer
countered playfully.


“I don’t think that will be a problem,” Rachel said as she
glanced over at a very awkwardly amused David between them. “If anyone asks, he
can be our towel boy!”


“You should actually be happy that you’re locked away
in that chastity belt again today…” Jennifer turned to him and snickered. “That
way no one around the pool will see you getting turned on watching your
wife get buttered up with suntan lotion by some sexy pool hunk!”


Laughter once again filled the table and David even chuckled
along with them a bit at his own expense until the girls gestured that they
were ready to go.


As they neared the trio’s hotel rooms once again to get
changed into their swimwear, Rachel announced, “Jen, you’re fine, but before he
puts his swimsuit on, I want to get a photo or two to commemorate
the occasion…”


As the three disappeared into their respective rooms,
Jennifer and Rachel hurried to change into their bikinis while David removed
his clothes, but waited to pull on his swim trunks. A few minutes later, Rachel
knocked on the door and entered with her camera in hand.


“Ok, so where do you want us?” Jen asked as she emerged from
the bathroom in a skimpy, blue bikini with pair of cork, high-heeled sandals on
her feet.


“Let’s go over by the balcony!” Rachel suggested as she
pulled the shade open and positioned her friend in front of the sliding glass
door.


“And him?” Jen inquired with a curious look as he stood
nearby cupping his hands over his chastised dick.


Rachel smiled and took David by the hand, leading him over
to his wife, then motioning for him to kneel down in front of her…


“Now … I want you to lean forward, and press your lips to
Miss Young’s bikini bottom,” Rachel instructed as she took up her camera
and began to frame her shot.


“Wrists behind your back…” Jennifer warned with a
chuckle as she looked down at her husband, his lips so close to where she had
received so much pleasure in his absence the night before. “Maybe I’ll need
to loan Rachel my handcuffs to use on you tonight!”


Rachel giggled, replying, “You never know – you might
want to hold onto those for yourself!”


“Good point,” Jen grinned back. “But Rachel’s a
resourceful woman – I’m sure she can come up with something if she needs
to…”


They both laughed as Rachel readied her camera.


“Ok, now Jennifer…” Rachel continued as she moved
around the room and took a few photos from different angles, trying her best to
capture both the perspective of David down on his knees as well as the chastity
belt that hung between his legs. “I want you to think back to last night …
when Jason was just pounding you with his cock … that look of ecstasy
that must’ve been on your face…”


Jen laughed and smiled, licking her lips as she spread her
legs slightly, assured that her husband could easily smell the arousal between
her legs as he knelt obediently before her.


“Perfect!” Rachel chimed as she took a few final shots. “Those
oughta be ones for the scrapbook!”


“Hold on – not so fast…” Jen prompted as Rachel appeared
ready to leave. “It’s your turn now!”


Pointing to the chair, she told her, “Sit!” and then added
as she turned back to her husband, “I’ve heard so much about you being a
good foot slave for my friend – I think it’s only fair that we give her
a couple of photos that she can remember our weekend by, too…”


David inched across the carpet and took his new place in
front of Rachel as she crossed her legs provocatively, bringing her own sandaled
foot in front of his face just in time for him to lean forward and begin
kissing it much like he had the night before after delivering the foot rub that
the woman had requested.


“Very good!” Jen confirmed with a smile after
capturing a handful of photos showing her best friend as blissful as ever with
David worshipping her feet obediently before her. He continued his attentive
service not realizing that their impromptu photography session had ended,
overhearing his wife tell her friend kindly, “He’s such a good slave boy…”


Rachel grinned and corrected her, “He’s a good cuckold
slave boy!”


“Indeed he is…” Jennifer smiled warmly, comforted to see her
husband in such good hands while she was enjoying their new fantasy just as
much as he was. Admittedly she had never expected their crazy idea to take off
as well as it had, but now that they were all having such a great time
embracing their new roles, she was in no hurry to hang up her high heels just
yet…


“Alright, alright,” she chuckled playfully, “you guys will
have plenty more time for that later...”


“Now let’s get down to that pool and see who we can find
for me to play with today!”











One Day as a
Cuckoldress

















He’s clearly nervous … very nervous.


I never know how far he wants me to take it, but when I start
having fun with it, sometimes I become less cognizant of how he’s doing, and
from the look in his eyes, I’d challenge that occasionally that helps to make
it even better…


Walking into a lingerie store at the mall has an entirely
different emotion than it does in any other circumstance, and when I look over
at him for signs, I can already see his mind reeling at all of the
possibilities.


Stepping almost but not quite out of earshot, I approach one
of the salesgirls and tell her that I’m looking for something special …
something for a date. I know that the words seem fairly innocent even
for a married couple, but he knows that’s not what I mean and as we pass
by racks of silk and lace, I can tell that his mind is filled with thoughts of
me wearing these things for another suitor…


At first it’s a bit awkward – shopping for intimates under
the fantasy that you’re not buying them for your spouse, but instead for
another man, but I do my best to let his imagination take the driver’s seat and
the occasionally supplement it with commentary of my own. I try to treat him
not as my husband, but as one of my girlfriends, with comments like, “This
is cute…” and “Do you think that he would find this sexy?”


I know that it really blows his mind when I refer to our
fictitious bull by a real name – telling him that “Brian would really love
this!” can have a very powerful effect and I try to work up the courage to
do it more often because admittedly the name dropping sometimes manages to send
a chill down my own spine, too.


We settled on classic sex kitten – a sheer and skimpy bra
and panty set that does wonders to spark the imagination, followed by a pair of
long, black stockings and a garter belt to hold them up. Standing back as I
watched him pay for the outfit him, I thought about how humiliating it would be
for a man to actually be forced to buy lingerie that his wife would wear
exclusively with another man, and I must admit that it’s kind of hot. Without
saying a word, I think he picked up on the smirk on my face from the thought,
and his reaction made me glad that I thought of it.


Next we began wandering through various boutiques to find me
a little black dress to wear over my new lingerie. We walked through several
stores before anything really jumped out, and then like magic, one caught my
eye that I knew was just absolutely perfect…


My husband has a leather fetish in a big, bad way, and the
few pieces that we already own he practically idolizes. Looking at the tag, I
recognized that it was really expensive, but I also understood that the
cost might very well have still been worth it. As I called him over, I asked if
he saw anything that he liked, and my eyes darted over to the short, leather
dress, curious whether he’s actually noticed it or not. He had, but I could tell
that he was afraid to say it, so as he pretended to gloss over it and continue
randomly scanning the room, I innocuously took the hanger off the display and
casually asked as if I too was seeing it for the first time, “What about
this one?”


I already knew the answer to my question, but I enjoy
watching him fight his anxiety as this fantasy of his proceeds to grow. I know
that the idea of me wearing the dress that he would love to hold and touch, and
then specifically forbidding it in lieu of another is incredibly alluring,
and I can read the conflict on his face as he wants to reach out and touch it,
but secretly also wants me to tell him that he’s not allowed.


The heavy leather felt surprisingly cool against my
fingertips, and I could only imagine what it would feel like tight against my
body. I forgot about him for a while and I considered just how sexy the dress
would look with my new lingerie and the perfect pair of heels, and I knew that if
I wanted to impress another man, this ensemble would certainly do the
trick. As I glance back at my timid husband who’s very overwhelmed by the new
prospect, the denial aspect flared up and I couldn’t deny that the thought of
dressing for another man … fictitious as he may be … made me feel very
naughty and horny.


Not daring to make such an expensive
purchase without first trying it on, I turned my back on my husband and left
him to wander as I approached one of the girls to inquire about a changing
room. A young blonde asked if I needed anything to try with it, to which I
responded a pair of 5” heels just to see the height. Following me into an empty
changing room, she eagerly showed that the dress was nearly a perfect fit
against my body type and helped to lace up the back so that the supple leather
even further enhanced my figure.


Examining my new look in the mirror
after she slipped the open-toed stilettos onto my feet, I found me getting
wound up in the fantasy myself as my mind drifted to telling my husband that he’s
not allowed to touch me in such a decadent ensemble, and I started to get
off on the idea of using his fetish against him to push the experience even
deeper. As I thought about a random pair of hands holding me tight around my
leather-clad waist that aren’t his, the attendant asked if she should
get him so that he could have a look, to which I haughtily replied, “No,
that won’t be necessary – this isn’t for him…” which caused her to blush.


At that moment I kind of wanted
her to make another comment so that I could joke about wanting to look good
for my date or perhaps something even more naughty, but instead she just
quietly waited until I was done with the mirror before helping me back out of
the dress and ultimately carrying it up to the counter and wrapping it up for
my husband to pay for…


On one hand, I was a little shocked
at the price and felt bad about spending so much money, but not only was seeing
the reaction itself building just priceless, but for some reason unknown to me
it seemed to intensify even further the more money that he spent on me. Ultimately
I knew that we could afford it so I kind of forced myself to overcome it, even
hinting at more stuff along the way that he could buy me to better complete “my
new look...”



 	New makeup,
     which gave me the chance to experiment with some more provocative shades
     that one can pull off when they’re wearing a leather dress.

 	An
     expensive, leather handbag that had sort of a bondage-vibe to it
     with black leather and studs, and that I proceeded to further supplement
     at a later stop by filling it with a variety of condoms and a pair of
     handcuffs from the sex store.

 	A manicure
     and pedicure, which eventually evolved into a new hairstyle as well that
     ended up taking a couple of hours to complete and gave me time to send my
     husband on a little mission while I enjoyed my pampering…




After telling him that my hair and nails would take a good
2-3 hours, adding on playfully in front of the stylist with a wink that “I
wanted to look sexy for my man,” I explained to him that he was to take the
next couple of hours while I was occupied to find me a gift … a tribute. I
told him that he had plenty of time to browse the entire mall before making a
selection, and also that he wasn’t to go back to the car to drop off the
bags that he already had, as I thought the notion of him carrying my
wardrobe for another man around with him was kind of alluring!


Once he went on his way, I spent some time with my stylist
trying to find just the right styles that would complement the new persona that
I was building, even getting a little more brave and citing that I wanted
something that would attract the attention of more than just my husband. We
found a couple of options that we both agreed were quite adventurous,
and then after telling her about the new dress, I threw caution to the wind and
just told her to pick whichever ones would go the best and let her do her
thing…


While she catered to my fingers and toes as I sat back in
the humming massage chair, I tried to make a conscious effort to get inside the
head of my character to see what other inspiration I could draw, and
surprisingly as the complimentary glass of wine slowly drained and I thought
more about the dress and the lingerie and even the notion of
being pampered for someone, that’s when my juices really started to flow
as I felt myself begin to cut loose and to some extent let my own fantasies
rise up to meet my husband’s.


I thought about how much fun it always was preparing for
dates before I had married my husband, and how exciting the thrill of
getting all sexed up for someone new had been.


I thought about that first date … and the first kiss … and
the first fuck, and the animalistic excitement of being thrown up
against a wall before feeling a brand new cock penetrate you for the
very first time.


I thought about my imaginary lover, Brian, and who he
might resemble in real life. I imagined what we might look like together, and
how he would hold me, and how my lips would slip effortlessly around his
when he leaned in to kiss me.


As my fantasies swirled, I noticed Brian slowly
taking the form of a guy that I had been with on and off throughout college – Alex.
Although we never officially dated, we hung out a lot and had sex,
and the sex that we had was amazing! It could’ve been said that he was using
me for sex, but the truth was that we were probably using each other for
sex, and honestly I think not having a relationship removed any
inhibitions when we were alone together…


I never could tell Alex no – that was my one weakness with
him, even when my parents were in town to visit and he insisted that I blow him
in the bathroom while they were waiting to take me out to dinner!


I imagined getting a call out of the blue from Alex, and him
wanting to meet up with me for coffee somewhere one afternoon. I didn’t tell my
husband because I honestly thought that it would be innocent, but the moment I
saw him it was like the rest of my world just faded into the background. As our
conversation continued, he began to stare at my wedding ring, but he never
asked a word about my marriage and I never offered up anything, and before I
knew it he was sitting much closer to me and he was calmly stroking my hand
with his fingers, occasionally even brushing up against the ring as if it were
nothing more than ornamental on my left ring finger.


He finally mentioned that he had something he wanted to show
me back at his apartment which was nearby, and knowing exactly what I was
getting myself into, I imagined telling myself about my husband’s fetish
in reassurance, and by the time we were rounding the block to his place, I had
my fingers intertwined with his like a giddy college girl being led to a
secluded place to fuck…


We were barely even in the door before I had my tongue in
his mouth and my panties were left on the floor. In between lust-filled kisses,
I asked what he had wanted to show me, which prompted him to lead me to
a back bedroom where he had setup a leather fuck swing that brought back
all sorts of blissful, kinky memories. He didn’t even have to say a word
– one second my dress was coming over my head and the next I was laying back on
the hanging, leather pad while he attached my wrists and ankles to cuffs that
spread my pussy in a very open and unabashed pose! 


Having such a submissive husband, I hadn’t really had the
chance to be submissive myself since I had met him, and so as my fantasy
plowed forward I felt myself laid back and wet as can be when Alex
aggressively shoved his cock inside me without even wearing a condom and began
to fuck me like I was single…


My heart must’ve been racing so loud that the stylist
could’ve heard it as I was nearly unable to sit in the chair a moment longer
without touching myself. ‘This is for Alex … this is all for Alex,’ I
thought with a smirk as I absorbed my transformation that was taking place that
very day. After hours of primping and perfecting in the salon, my husband would
take me home where I would slip into the lingerie and sexy, leather dress that
he had bought me. Even more time in front of the mirror to do my makeup to the
utmost perfection, I would remind my hubby that I only fucked real men before
making him drive me himself to where I was to meet Alex for our night out.


Alex would be all dressed up in a suit and tie, and I would
pull him close with his tie and give him a taste of my eagerness before my husband
was even able to drive away. As the night progressed and Alex and I grew more
and more amorous in public, many would see my ring and assume that I was his
wife. Eventually we’d retire back to a room at a five-star hotel that he
had reserved just for us, and now that he’d be done sufficiently feeling me up
through my dress, it would come off and go in the corner before he tied me to
the bed and gave me the best orgasms of my life.


Halfway through the night and in between orgasms, he’d start
asking racy questions about my marriage and what kind of wife would fuck
around on her husband, and in the heat of the moment I’d boast that he
wanted me to, and that would just fuel his rant all the more, which
eventually would shift into amusement as I’d join in with him, laughing
about how inadequate my husband was and how I hadn’t had a proper
fucking since college. And we’d both share in getting off on my husband’s
humiliation, with Alex grabbing his phone to take photos of my used and
abused pussy that had just been stretched by a real cock, and me
being eager to take it any way he could give it to me as I fetishized my
husband’s infatuation for my own infidelity…


I was a new woman by the time my husband walked up to pay
for my services just as the stylist was ringing me up. My mind was wonderfully
clouded with thoughts of Alex’s cock fucking me over and over, and for the
first time I did all that I could do to embrace those emotions as I
walked in the direction of the most expensive shoe store in the mall with my
cuckold husband carrying my bags in tow…


When the saleslady asked what I was looking for, I didn’t
hold back an ounce as I whispered between the two of us, “Something to catch
a guy’s eye from across the room – the kind of shoes a girl gets fucked in!”
Surprised but intrigued by my bluntness, the girl who was about my age
led us back to a series of displays featuring a variety of shiny, patent
leather spikes. After unzipping the garment bag to show her the exquisite
leather dress, she immediately popped in the back and returned with the perfect
pair of stiletto sandals that fit like a glove when she slipped them onto my
eager feet.


“Wow – you must be planning quite the night out tonight!”
she remarked as we were admiring the $700 designer shoes on my feet.


“Yes, I’m looking to rekindle an old flame,” I
quipped back, catching my husband in the corner of my eye, “and I want to
make sure that I look my best…”


The walk back to the car and even part of the drive home
were particularly silent until he finally spoke up and asked, “So what are
your plans for the rest of the night?”


Chuckling underneath my breath as I flashed back to my
wonderful fantasies at the salon, I curtly remarked, “I was thinking about
looking up an old friend from college to see if he wanted to get together for
drinks … just the two of us.”


I looked over to see that his face was pale as he drove, yet
a quick glance lower hinted that his fantasy was still very much alive
and pumping. A few more minutes passed awkwardly until I eventually spoke up
again…


“You know that I’m way too horny to let this go
tonight, and we both know that you can’t satisfy me. I need a real
cock and I think now’s the time for that to happen.”


He sat there quiet for another moment and I even saw him
visibly clear a lump in his throat before finally confirming simply, “I
know.”


The conversation ended at that as I flipped open my phone
and started calling around to some of my old friends to see if they were still
in touch with Alex. Luckily I was able to track down his number on the third
try, and after we arrived home, I hung around outside while my husband took my
packages in so that I could make the phone call and see if my college
lover was by any chance available for the fantasy rendezvous that I’d concocted
in my head…


Walking upstairs to our bedroom about 10 minutes later, I
found that not only had hubby laid out all of my new purchases, but he was also
running a bath and had even set out a number of scented oils and lotions that
he knows put me in the mood for our own romantic times. The next two hours were
carried out like clockwork without a single word spoken as he first helped to
bathe and shave me, both my legs and my pussy, but then also helped me into my
sexy, new lingerie and eventually the leather dress, too, which he even took
special care not to touch at my original discretion, only coming into
contact with the back laces as needed as he watched the smooth leather conform
to my body in a way that just begged to be touched.


I didn’t even have to say it – he knew that it wasn’t
for him…


Smiling slyly into the mirror as I finished my makeup, I
admittedly felt a little guilty leaving him behind with what I was about to do,
even if it did just end up being a couple of innocent drinks and maybe some
dancing. I knew that the look in the mirror epitomized the role that I play in
his darkest fantasies – the breathtaking, leather-clad wife who’s so
dominantly gorgeous that she doesn’t feel like she owes her submissive husband
a second glance as she walks out the door to get fucked by better men. After
pondering my options for a moment and noticing him walk into the bedroom out of
the corner of my eye, my mind finally drifted back to the scandalous world that
it had entertained while I had been sitting in that salon chair earlier, and
like flipping a switch suddenly all I could think was that my cock was
waiting for me.


Putting my best stern look on before turning my
attention to my husband, I curtly asked him, “You were supposed to buy a
tribute for me…” as I admired the dress from behind and also took note
of the somewhat raunchy look that my garters presented as I was able to
slightly make out their fasteners underneath the leather.


I watched him fumble as he retrieved a long, leather-covered
jewelry box from the bed where the rest of the packages had been resting.
Inside I found a beautiful-looking gold anklet, with a combination of tiny
heart and spade charms along its length, and in the center hung a key – one
that I recognized all too well as the key to the chastity belt that we had
bought for him years earlier.


“Get on your knees and put it on me…” I told him as I
handed him back the box, taking pleasure in watching my husband drop to his
knees in front of me.


“I would expect that you’re already wearing the cage?” I
inquired as he knelt with his face inches from my strappy, patent leather heels
while he fought to close the clasp around my right ankle.


When I felt him finish, I quickly added, “Now kiss the
heel of my shoe so that I can go…”


I only allowed him a brief touch with his lips before
stepping away from where he knelt. Debating whether words or silence were the
golden way to leave him hanging, I finally simply spoke out, “I’ll probably
be home late – you know why…” as I took my new studded handbag, dropped in
a couple of items for freshening up my makeup, and then walked past him out the
door…


As I sat in the car before pulling out of the driveway, I
looked back up at the house that we had built together and second-guessed
whether I was doing the right thing. The fantasy had been intense enough as it
was – did we really have to take it to the next level and find out what
cuckolding truly felt like in real life?


My mind raced to replay all of the events that had led up to
that moment – the awkward, but titillating exchanges in the lingerie store, the
overwhelming sense of tease and denial that came from the leather dress that
felt fantastic on me, the fantasies of my old lover that hadn’t actually
been relieved because I’d either been in public or around my husband the entire
afternoon. For a moment I considered simply pulling around the block and
masturbating myself to an incredible orgasm before going back
inside to end the fantasy, but then … something else happened…


I felt the jingle at my foot and glanced down to see one of
the charms catch the tiniest glint of light around my ankle at the floor, and I
was reminded of what that represented. I remembered seeing myself in the mirror
in my most dominating role ever, and laughed at the thought of my own husband groveling
at my feet … where he belonged, right along with his key. And
then my mind floated back to Alex, and what he would think when he saw me in
the dynamite outfit that I had donned just for him, no one else.


…his arms would wrap around me and hold me tight as I
pressed myself up against him…


…and he wouldn’t care that I was married because at that
very moment, I didn’t care, either…


A chill ran down my spine as I glanced down at my wedding
ring before pulling out of the driveway and speeding away, then quickly turned
to passion as I envisioned his cock between my fingers that was comically
larger than my husband’s would ever be.


I wanted his hands on my body.


I wanted his cock in my mouth, and my ass, and my cunt.


I hoped that he would find my new lingerie sexy.
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“You want to have a little fun
tonight?” I whispered into my husband’s ear as I sat down next to him at the
table where he was sipping his third rum and coke of the evening.


We had traveled across the country for a good friend of
mine’s wedding and as much as I knew that Kevin hated weddings and pretty much
all social gatherings in general, I was still determined to have a good time.
My friend Jamie had picked me and three of our other friends from college to be
her bridesmaids, so I found myself with plenty of excuses to spend most of my
time out on the dance floor with the rest of the wedding party when randomly an
idea popped into my head to spice up the night in a way that I had a feeling he
would’ve never saw coming…


“What’s up?” he asked, leaning in to speak over the loud
music that dominated the room as the disco lights lit up the dance floor like a
stage already begging me to come back.


“Remember that toy that you were trying to get me to
play with a while ago???” I shouted back with an inspired smile.


He gave me a confused look as he tried to figure out what I
was referring to.


“The cage … with the lock???” I explained with wider
eyes.


Kevin has always had all of these different fetishes, and
about six months ago he revealed that one of them was male chastity. He
had showed me a bunch of different websites and we even ordered one, but it
just never caught on and eventually the thing had ended up buried in the back
of our closet like so many other sex toys that we’d picked up over the years.


“…yeah?”


His eyes lit up enough that at least I knew it had finally
registered.


“Well, I brought it with us – it’s in my luggage upstairs,”
I continued to talk as best I could over the dance music. “Why don’t you go up
right now and put it on?”


He paused and looked at me for a second, then asked
curiously, “And then what???”


I took that as my cue to return to the music as I simply
stood up and said, “You’ll see…” before walking back to the girls I had
left a few minutes earlier. I waited a few minutes in anticipation before
finally looking back to our table, but sure enough, finding it now completely
empty, I was ready to put the next step of my plan into works…


When Kevin returned to the reception about fifteen minutes
later, the music had quieted as the DJ played a series of slow songs to give
the more romantic party guests a chance to dance. In my husband’s absence, I
had instead hooked up with one of the groomsmen who I also happened to know
from college and who happened to be particularly attractive as he stood taller
than me even in my heels.


When the song ended and we began to drift apart, I gave Brad
a quick peck on the cheek and told him, “Don’t go too far – I’m not done
with you yet!” before circling back to my husband and beckoning for him to
follow me out into the hall as I led him to one of the private bathrooms that
was tucked around the corner.


Clicking the lock of the door behind us as we slipped
inside, I asked him in an aggressively playful tone, “So … are you wearing
it?!”


He nodded and stammered yes, which wasn’t enough for me as I
prompted, “Show me!” and watched as he somewhat nervously unbuckled and
pulled down his pants, and then after an insistent stare, his underwear, too.


Sure enough, there was that same plastic cage as I had
remembered it before, tightly snug around his penis with his balls wedged up
behind. I didn’t tell him to his face, but I snickered a bit to myself as I
remembered that the cage actually made his manhood look kind of small and
pathetic, which nonetheless seemed to fuel the fire nicely for what I was
about to do next…


“Do you have the key?” I asked him with a fun hint of sass
in my voice as I continued to stare my husband down with his pants around his
ankles and a plastic cage locked around his dick.


“No,” he shook his head. “I left it in the room…”


“Ok,” I countered. “Then give me your room key.”


He fumbled for a second, asking if he could pull his pants
back up – which I gracefully allowed – and then produced from his pocket his
copy of the key to our room, which I quickly slipped inside the red leather
handbag that I had brought to match my bridesmaid’s dress before returning to
his attention.


“So what if I told you,” I began with a sly grin, “that
I’m going to fuck somebody tonight, and that somebody isn’t going
to be the person who just locked himself up in chastity for me???”


Kevin’s jaw nearly dropped as he stared back at me
wide-eyed.


Before he had a chance to respond, I ordered, “Get down
on your knees!” A split second hesitation prodded me further, “Isn’t
that how this works?! Now!!!”


Maybe I had picked up more from all of his female domination
books than I realized because sure enough my husband then dropped to his knees
in front of me, even taking it a step further and bowing his head while also
crossing his hands behind his back. Looking down at him, I felt a surge of
confidence soar through my body as I then proceeded to give him the third
degree…


“Is this or is this not one of your fantasies?”


“Did you not commit to doing everything that I say
when you’re wearing that thing?”


“You wanted a wife that was more dominant, now didn’t
you?”


I think it was at that point that Kevin finally caught on
that I was dressed sexier than he realized because his eyes would start to
creep their way up my legs before darting back down to the strappy heels on my
feet, which he had actually helped me to pick out in the store a couple of
weeks prior to the wedding.


It was his own fault for being so preoccupied with his
computer while I was getting ready, but between the stockings and garter belt
and the crotchless panties that I had naughtily picked out just for this
occasion, he should’ve been drooling over me all night if he’d have just been
paying attention.


But instead, I had been forced to take matters into my
own hands and now I was ready to have some fun!


“Now we’re going to go back out there and you can go right
back to sitting at the table doing nothing,” I taunted him, “but just
know that while I’m out on that dance floor, there’s a bit more on my mind
than just dancing!”


I could tell that I had his attention now, so before I let
him get up I told him that he needed to bend over and kiss the straps of my
shoes in reverence. There’s something about seeing a man on his hands and
knees in front of you, his lips at your feet while there’s a plastic cage
around his dick that really brings out the dominant woman in you! After
enjoying a couple of laughs at his expense, I was more than eager to get out on
the dance floor to find me a real man to replace the one that I had just
locked back in his cage!


And Brad, for one, seemed quite eager for my return as he
welcomed me with open arms and a fresh drink as I fell into the latest groove
that the DJ was playing without missing a beat. From across the room I
occasionally looked over to see my husband more intently watching me than
before, but with each drink that flowed across my lips I found myself growing a
little more adventurous and a little less concerned about the man in the cage
who was left sitting in the corner…


As the beats rolled on throughout the night, I gradually
noticed my dance partner becoming a bit more forward himself as his arms would
graze my nipples or his hands would linger near my ass a few seconds longer
than most of the other couples on the dance floor. It wasn’t until during
another of the slow numbers that he happened across my garters that seemed to
pique his attention and led to him asking if I wanted to get a bit of fresh air
outside after the song had ended.


The hotel’s beautifully landscaped gardens seemed to offer
plenty of out of the way places where one could slip out of sight from
the rest of the partygoers, and when we walked around one particular corner
between a group of secluded trees was when he pulled me in close to him as we
had been dancing before and whispered to me, “Anna, you’re even more
beautiful than the last time I saw you…”


So truth be told, Brad and I had actually been a bit more
than friends in college. In fact, I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that I had
kind of orchestrated this whole fantasy since I had found out that we were both
going to be in the wedding. Brad and I had a complicated history, but if there
was one thing that was always memorable when the two of us got together, it
was the sex – hands down.


Brad was a playboy, but that’s also what made him so much
fun


I joked with a seductive flutter of my eyes that my husband
was … out of service … for the evening and that I was auditioning for
stand-ins while we were in town. He chuckled until he realized that I
wasn’t entirely joking, but the nice thing about a guy’s hormones is
that they’re nothing if not dependable and it wasn’t long before Brad’s
hands had grown considerably more adventurous since we had left the dance floor
in a way that kind of made me wish that Kevin had been standing nearby
to watch…


His kiss was like an old flame that made me weak in the
knees as his arms held me tight, with his fingers slowly tracing lines along
the garters through my dress while we made out hidden just out of sight while
the party raged on a couple of dozen feet away. The thought of fiddling around
on my husband while he was locked away in chastity seemed to make his touch all
the more electric, and for a moment I thought that had he pitched female
domination to me like this, maybe it would’ve piqued my interest long
ago!


“Somebody sure is amorous tonight!” he laughed
between kisses as my own hands glided across his own sculpted body as well,
casually noticing his hard-on through his pants and then pressing myself up
against it like a tease that I couldn’t wait to feel even closer.


“What can I say?” I replied with a mischievous grin. “Circumstances
tonight have me feeling a little bit naughty … you just happen to be in
the right place at the right time!”


“Lucky me!” Brad chuckled back as his tongue slipped between
my lips once more for another decadent embrace before we heard the DJ calling
the bridal party and knew that we’d better be getting back. My loins tingled as
his hand lingered on my backside until only a few steps before we reached the
door, our eyes still twinkling as we separated to our own sides for whatever
stunt the DJ had planned for us next as if to silently agree that neither of us
were done with the other just yet.


The uncomfortable look when I finally broke our gaze to
instead meet my husband’s eyes as he sat by himself in the corner grew a
decadent smile across my lips and it was in that moment that I knew that I just
couldn’t wait to twist the knife even deeper…


* * * * * * * * * *


“How are you doing over here, cucky?” I asked with a smirk
as I slipped into the chair next to him after the bridal party had been
dismissed from the dance floor. Crossing my legs provocatively, Kevin’s eyes
dropped instantly to the garters that were prominently displayed as the dark
red dress split up my legs.


“So you do like my dress for tonight after all?!” I
said with a laugh as I watched him shift uncontrollably in his seat, amused at
the thought of the plastic cage doing its job to keep him in check underneath
his pants. “It’s too bad that you’re a little too late,” I added as I leaned in
and took a sip of his drink while I locked eyes with his. “It seems that my
dance card is already full for the evening…”


As my eyes rose to meet Brad’s glimmering invitation from
across the ballroom, I leaned over and shouted over the music into his ear just
before getting up…


“You look bored over hear, so I’m going to give you a job
to do to keep you busy. You’ve got about an hour to go out and find me some
condoms. I think there’s a convenience store down the street.”


“Maybe a nice bottle of champagne, too – you know how
thirsty I get after sex!”


“Now be a good boy and go fetch…” were my last
words to him as I walked away with a wink, making a bee-line to the old friend
who would be taking me later on that erotic evening if I had my way. Looking
over my shoulder once I resumed my place in Brad’s arms on the dance floor, I
playfully waved him away with my hand and a devilish smile before turning the
rest of my attention back to my dance partner who by now was quite amused by
the cuckolding display before him as we both watched Kevin reluctantly get up
from his seat and disappear out the door to retrieve the items I required for
my sexual lust.


“What was that all about?!” Brad inquired with a
curious raise of his eyebrow as his arms seemed to pull me closer as the rhythm
slowed to a sensual dance number once more.


I laughed nonchalantly as my lips floated dangerously close
to his, “Oh, I sent him to the drugstore to get some condoms for when I
have my way with you later!”


Still thinking that I was just being overly flirtatious, he
joked back, “Don’t you think that I carry my own for just such an occasion?!”


I simply snickered and curled my lips as I explained, “It’s
more fun if I send him to do it for us…”


“…and besides, it keeps him occupied so that I can
enjoy a little more privacy out here on the dance floor with you…”


Our eyes locked as he leaned in a little closer and asked, “You’re
actually serious about this, aren’t you???”


“Of course I’m serious,” I whispered back to Brad
seductively as I pressed my body more closely against his, my lips only inches
from his own. “Don’t you think you’d have seen me drag my husband out here at
least once if I had other intentions?”


“And your husband…” he pressed further, “…he’s … okay with
this???”


I snickered as my mind flashed back to an hour earlier when
Kevin was on his knees in front of me in his cage…


“Call it a little … game … that we’re playing
tonight,” I whispered hypnotically as I stared deeply into Brad’s eyes.


“Kevin has certain … fetishes … and so tonight he’ll
be okay with whatever I tell him to be okay with…”


With that I leaned forward and pressed my lips to Brad’s
once more, stealing a sensual kiss in plain view although most eyes as I knew
were still on the bride and groom who happened to be dancing nearby.


“I may be married to him,” I told Brad bluntly as our
lips parted a moment later, “but tonight you can do whatever you want to
me…”


“Are you okay with that???” I asked him with a
sly grin as the song ended and his hands lingered around my waist while I
stretched my arms and innocently showed off my body in the skimpy, red dress
for his enjoyment.


“Why don’t you go get us a couple of new drinks?” I abruptly
told him with a wink as I then caught the bride’s and saw her dancing in my
direction with a wide-eyed look on her face. As she stepped into place and we
started dancing together once Brad had left in the direction of the bar, I
could already tell by the look on her face what the first words out of Jamie’s
mouth were going to be…


“Oh my god – what was that kiss that I just saw?!
You’re a married woman!!!”


“If you think that one was scandalous,” I
quickly shot back with a grin, “you should’ve seen the one that we shared
earlier outside behind the bushes!”


As I proceeded to tell her about the chastity belt and
Kevin’s fetishes, her bewilderment seemed to transform to anxious curiosity as
she too weighed the excitement of me hooking up with my old fuck buddy from
college while my submissive husband begged on his knees for the abuse…


“Honestly, I feel like I’m on cloud nine right now, Jamie!”
I confessed to her as we ducked off to one of the corner tables so that we
could talk more privately. “Just seeing him on his knees … kissing my
shoes after locking himself up for me … I need something
inside me tonight, and somehow it turns me on even more knowing that it
can’t be him!”


Jamie blushed as she sat across from me in her pure white
dress while I was wearing the much more scandalous red, yet I knew that she was
desperate to hear every last word.


“It’s this electric build,” I continued, “every time that I
touch him … that he touches me … knowing that before the night is over,
I’m going to feel him inside of me just like it was old times…”


“…and my husband is going to be kneeling just out of
sight, listening to the whole dirty affair…”


When I elaborated with her what plans were brewing once the
reception was over and it was time for me to take both boys back to my
room, Jamie suddenly lit up and took me by the hand over to another room off of
the main ballroom where all of the presents that everyone had gotten for her
and her new groom had been collected. Rifling through a handful of gift bags on
one of the tables, the bride’s eyes finally lit up as she located the
particular one that she was after, which she proceeded to thrust into my hands
with an excited grin on her face…


“Amy forgot to give me this the other night for my
bachelorette party,” she explained as she lifted her dress and sat back down
across from me. “I’ll never use it, but it sounds like you might
actually be able to have some fun with it tonight!”


Opening the white gift bag and folding back the pink tissue
paper within, I immediately began to laugh as I pulled out the typical naughty
gifts that a bride is known to get for her bachelorette party … first a pair
of handcuffs with a bright pink fur lining, next a black satin blindfold with a
large red lipstick kiss printed on the front, and finally – what seemed to be
the most intriguing of all – peeking out the end of the bag was a short,
leather-tipped riding crop that just seemed to be begging to see
some tail that night…


Pulling the crop out and weighing it in my hand before
playfully tapping my friend on her breast with it several times, I chuckled and
teased Jamie, “Now come on – are you sure that you don’t want to hold
onto this one for a little kinky fun on your wedding night?!”


The bride just shook her head and laughed.


“Maybe for the honeymoon, but tonight once this place
clears out, all I want is a glass of champagne and a bubble bath before
crawling into bed – weddings take a lot out of ya, let me tell you!”


“Fair enough…” I giggled as I looked back over the new toys
that Jamie was offering me. “I think it’s safe to say that between the both
of them I should be able to put these things to good use!”


Jamie waited while I ran back over to my table to grab my
purse to carry the toys in so the rest of the party didn’t have to know that I
was borrowing some of the bride’s bachelorette tools. We chatted
for a few minutes longer, with Jamie continuing to gush in her excitement over
my naughty plans that would be culminating in a matter of hours.


“I want to hear about everything when I get back from
my honeymoon!” she cackled with me as we made our way back out into the
ballroom to rejoin the rest of the party.


After meeting back up with Brad and flirting a bit more
openly over the fresh drink that he had retrieved for me, we shared a few more
dances in between the typical wedding festivities of cutting the cake and the
throwing of the garter and bouquet. It wasn’t until just before the last dance
that I glanced over and saw that my husband had returned to his usual post, now
with a brown paper bag at his feet that hinted he had carried out the
instructions that I had given him to a tee.


I could feel his eyes locked on me as he watched this
well-dressed stranger dancing with his wife dressed in red … the color of
lust, the color of SEX … and I could tell that my date was beginning to get
in on the action himself as Brad held me a little closer, his hands wandering
freely as if I were his own…


He swooped in for a long kiss as the lights fell and
everyone cheered at the end of the last dance, and as visions of my chastised
husband kneeling nearby as our embrace continued began to dominate my naughty
head, I knew that it was time for the real fun to begin!


* * * * * * * * * *


“Come with me…” I gestured to my
husband only minutes after he watched me kissing my favorite groomsman on the
dance floor, surrounded by dozens of other people who he’d never met. We walked
silently through the hotel, him carrying the brown paper bag that contained my
requests while I walked a few steps ahead of him with my purse slung over my
shoulder containing a few surprises of my own.


When we finally reached our room, I
used Kevin’s key that he had relinquished to me earlier and immediately told
him that his first task was to hand over the keys to his chastity belt that he
had mistakenly left back in the room while we were downstairs for the wedding.
I quickly tucked them inside of my bra once he produced them, then gave him his
own room key back and asked that he go retrieve some ice to put the champagne
on while I spent a few minutes touching up for my real man who would be
knocking at the door to replace him any moment…


As I heard the door closing behind
him, I first emptied the paper bag onto the bed to examine his purchases – exactly
as I had instructed – a bottle of moderately priced champagne along with a
box of condoms.


Ribbed, for her pleasure …
which made me laugh as I thought that whoever wrote that slogan for the
packaging didn’t know the half of it!


After next tossing my new
bachelorette toys onto the bed as well, I quickly retreated to the bathroom and
began touching up my makeup while I waited for my husband to return. Looking
back at the vixen in the mirror with seductive, red lips to match her dress and
shadowy glamour that couldn’t wait to get between the sheets, I would’ve never
believed that my little fantasy would ever play out quite like it was seeming
to. I figured at best I’d tease Kevin a bit in his cage before letting him out
to fuck, but this new turn of events seemed far too amazing for me to stop now…


My husband returned about ten
minutes later with a full ice bucket in hand and after pausing to check out his
incredibly hot and horny wife who was applying the finishing touches at the
sink, I quickly told him to put my champagne on ice and then remove his clothes
so that we could get him into place before my lover showed up at
the door.


I sauntered back into the room just
as he was pulling off his socks, unable to hold back my amusement as I once
again saw the small, plastic cage that he had locked around his penis for me.
He dropped his head in embarrassment as he heard my snicker, which just seemed
to fuel my dominance of the situation all the more.


“Get on your knees,” I told
him without hesitation as I reached around him to grab his clothes from the bed
to throw in the closet nearby. I paused when I looked down to notice the
sizable wet spot in his boxers, holding them out in front of his face as I used
the new findings to my advantage.


“So I was going to give
you one last chance to back out of this,” I told him scornfully as I held
the stained underwear up to his face while he knelt before me, “but I think
this pretty much proves that you’re just as excited for this to happen as I
am!”


Tossing his underwear behind me to
join the rest of his clothes in the closet, it was then that I reached underneath
the crimson bridesmaid’s dress that I had been wearing all day and caught my
fingers on the corners of my own underwear – the sexy, black lace crotchless
panties that I had worn to tease and torment my hubby before this entire scheme
of chastity and cuckolding had even been hatched.


Stepping out of the skimpy panties,
I held them up to Kevin’s nose as I taunted him, “See – your little fantasy
has gotten me all hot and bothered this evening, too! The difference is,
I’m about to do something about just how horny I am right now…”


As Kevin closed his eyes and took in
a deep breath to savor the sweet aroma that I’d created in my panties from
those thoughts of infidelity, I snickered as I told him, “You enjoy that,
my little cuck, because that’s as close as you’ll be getting to this
pussy tonight!”


Eventually jerking the wet panties
away from his nose, I then ordered my husband to kiss my shoes one last time
before my lover showed up and an instant later I felt myself surging with
superiority as I glared down at this chastised husband of mine who was
pathetically worshipping at the feet of the woman who he knew was only minutes
away from cheating on him with another man.


And it felt GREAT!!!


I wished that Jamie could be there
to see such an incredible display of dominance that truth be told he’d been begging
of me for so long. Naked and helpless, with his cock encased in plastic
that was locked on tight – the only key to which was nestled safely within my
bra, with his tongue ever so nervously tracing its way along the straps of my
sexy, ruby-colored heels that I soon would be wrapping around Brad’s back as he
fucked me in a way that only he could on that particular night.


“That’s enough,” I informed him
bluntly as I stepped back, pulling my sparkling shoes out of his view before
revealing to him the rest of my plans for how he would be spending the next
several hours while I was being ravished there in the center of the bed
in our hotel room.


First taking my wet panties and
telling Kevin to open his mouth while he still knelt there humbly in front of
me, I laughed as I stuffed them between his lips, grabbing his discarded tie
from nearby and using it to cinch the makeshift gag around his head until there
was no possibility of my panties escaping his mouth without untying it…


“Mmmmmm – don’t I taste good?!”
I teased while I sauntered around him to retrieve my next tool. “Too
bad that’s the only taste of me that you’ll be getting this evening –
I’m sure I’m going to be far wetter than that by the time that Brad gets
through with me!”


Next I took the fuzzy handcuffs that
Jamie had given to me and locked Kevin’s wrists behind his back, thus ensuring
that there would be no escaping the bondage that I was crafting for him until *I*
was ready for his release!


And finally came the satin blindfold
over his eyes to block out his view of me … not that he’d be seeing much
more of me shortly anyways … but the sexy blindfold with its red lips
certainly sealed the deal with what was about to unfold and I found myself
unable to whisk him away into the nearby closet fast enough, whispering to him,
“Now if I hear a single peep out of you, you’ll spend the rest of the night out
on the balcony dressed like that – which I’m sure the rest of the hotel
guests would get quite the kick out of!” just as I heard that fateful knock
at the door that sent an exciting chill down my spine as I closed the closet
door on my husband and rushed over to greet my awaiting fuck…


Brad couldn’t help but grin from ear
to ear as I met him at the door, beaming a smile myself when I saw the plate of
fresh chocolate-covered strawberries from the restaurant downstairs that he’d
picked up for our little rendezvous!


I quickly took the silver tray from
his hands and a moment later fell back into his arms like we had left each
other not long ago down at the wedding reception, with the man savoring an even
deeper and more sensual kiss than he had dared to downstairs before he finally
pulled back just long enough to ask, “So where’s your husband off to
this evening while you’re here with me???”


I giggled and pressed my body
tighter to his as I seductively whispered back, “Oh, he’s just a little
tied up right now … I don’t think that he’ll be bothering us for a while…”


Brad and I passionately kissed like
nobody was watching … like we were back in college again after all of those
years … like he didn’t realize that my husband was actually only a few
feet away, locked up tight in the closet and loving every minute of it!


He didn’t know just how real my
little game had gotten, but I knew and as his hands more openly groped
me in all of the places that I knew he’d just been dying to feel when we were
in public, there was something about these new forbidden desires of mine
that had driven me to an unbelievable level of horniness that I’d never felt
before in my life…


Falling back onto the center of the
bed with Brad quickly taking his place on top of me, his well-cut body seemed
to meld perfectly with my own as his tongue danced gingerly into the mouth of
this married woman. 


“You really are a naughty,
little girl!” he teased once his hands made their way up underneath my
dress and soon discovered that my panties had gone missing since the last time
that we’d danced.


“There’s a riding crop that
Jamie lent to me … if you feel the need to teach me a lesson…” I
panted back as he toyed with my garters and groped at my thighs before
unceremoniously slipping two of his fingers into my beyond wet pussy, making my
toes curl as his lips once again reached out to mine and sucked my tongue into
his mouth aggressively as he proceeded to lay claim to what he had been
pursuing all evening.


Before I knew it, he was on top of
me with his pants down around his ankles while I fumbled to open the box of
condoms that I had left nearby on the nightstand, handing him one of the shiny,
foil wrappers one moment and then clawing into the comforter the next as his
cock entered me like an old friend that was all too eager to make my
acquaintance once more!


“Oh, fuck!” I moaned as Brad
wasted no time reminding me of the prowess that he boasted as his 8” member
made it clear that I hadn’t been with a real man in so, so long. I
pictured Kevin’s ear pressed against the closet door as my grunting and
groaning grew louder with each thrust until my lover reached forward and put a
little pressure on my neck that I also hadn’t felt in a very long time. He
paused just long enough to rip both my dress and the lacy, black bra underneath
free from my chest – sending the chastity keys I had hidden within flying
in the process – before resuming his position with one hand on my neck
and the other cupping my left breast as he hungrily sucked my erect nipple
anxiously into his awaiting mouth.


Crossing my wrists instinctively
overhead as had often been our position in the past, it was beyond
refreshing to just lay back and let my friend take it, unlike my usual
encounters with my husband that typically seemed to find me in the
driver’s seat with him in the submissive role. But with Brad it was
always the polar opposite – he was the dominant force in our bedroom acts and
as he knelt fucking me with reckless abandon, my body conformed to his and
began to shudder as I felt him forcing me through wave after wave of pleasure
with his slippery cock between my legs sending a shockwave through my body…


My cries of pleasure driving him to
double down and choke me even harder until he too slipped over the edge and
began to fill the condom with an impressive amount of cum, it was nearly
fifteen minutes later when we first collapsed in a sweaty pile in the middle of
the bed, both of us still partially adorned with our wedding attire that was
swiftly tossed to the side until he lay naked with me only in my stockings and
heels beside in his arms.


For the next three hours, the two of
us kissed and flirted and fucked like long lost lovers, reunited for a random
fling while unbeknownst to Brad, my true husband knelt obediently without so
much as a peep right where I had left him bound in the closet nearby. Though I
knew that he couldn’t see Brad’s cock plowing into his wife’s pussy like
she was single once more, I made sure to make my voice heard no doubt to
the amusement of our neighboring hotel guests as well, savoring every thrust
and every bite, each deep throated kiss and every last rough stroke as my
wedding date treated me to some of the roughest sex I’ve ever had in my life!


In between sips of champagne and
chocolate-covered strawberries for sustenance, Brad used me like the girl that
got away – taking me doggy-style, at one point tying my wrists above my head
with the tie that he had worn earlier, and even keeping true to my offer by
putting that riding crop to good use as I knelt in front of him with his cock
caressing the back of my throat…


When we were both utterly exhausted
and after sensual bout of cuddling in the sweaty, cum-soaked mess that we had
mutually created, I finally led Brad to the door and after thanking him
profusely for a mind-blowing evening, we shared one last kiss before he
slipped back out of my life with his shirt half unbuttoned and his tie quite
the mess after having been tied tightly around my wrists.


After a satisfying look around our
hotel room to survey the damage that I had inflicted in the throes of passion
with my lover, I reluctantly opened the closet door and invited Kevin to come
to bed with me – removing the blindfold and handcuffs to allow him a decent
night’s sleep, but leaving the chastity cage still firmly intact while its keys
remained hidden somewhere in the mess of my clothes that had been strewn around
the room hours earlier…


* * * * * * * * * *


Kevin was still asleep when I heard
the sound of my phone vibrating by the side of the bed with a text message from
the newlywed Jamie asking about the night before.


“So did you actually do it?!” her
message read.


“Best. Sex. Ever.” I
giddily typed back as I mentally flashed back through the debauchery that had
taken place in the very place that we were both sleeping now.


“OMG – that’s crazy!” she
quickly wrote back.


“Did my toys get put to good
use?”


I couldn’t help but chuckle when at
that point I sent a number of pictures her way…


The first was one that I had snapped
of Kevin in the closet just before Brad had arrived, wearing both the
handcuffs and blindfold that Jamie had loaned me as well as featuring a small
glimpse of the caged package that dangled sheepishly between his legs.


The second was a pic of me still in
my bridesmaid’s dress with Brad snuggled close, shortly after our first fuck.


And the third – my own personal
favorite – was one that Brad had apparently taken without me knowing and
showed the top of my head while I was on my knees sucking him off, with a keen
eye also noticing that my hands were still tied behind my back with the red tie
that he’d been wearing to match the bridesmaids’ dresses earlier that day…


“Well then, I guess that answers
all of my questions!” she wrote back with wide eyes after the final
picture had transmitted. “Maybe I should come pick those up to take with me
on our honeymoon after all!!!”


I laughed and exchanged a few more
text messages with Jamie before finally wishing her a great trip and then
tossing my phone back onto the nightstand next to my side of the bed. As I
rolled over to find my husband now finally awakening beside me, I stared at him
for a few moments before flipping up the sheets to reveal the clear plastic
cage that he’d locked himself in for me the night before. As I reached over and
rapped my nails on the plastic, a devilish grin came across my face as I
playfully thought out loud…


“Now where did the keys go to this
thing, anyways???”











A Bed Built
for Cuckold Bondage!

















When she told him to build her a new bondage bed, she had
no idea that this would be the final result!


My husband is an engineer.  He’s also my submissive and my
loving cuckold, and I’ve spent many years doing all sorts of deliciously evil
things to him that turn us both on very, very much.  During this time we’ve
built up quite the collection in our own personal dungeon that occupies the
second story of our house, but I think the anniversary gift that he just gave
me is by far the crown gem of my entire domineering repertoire…


A couple of years ago we started dabbling in cuckolding and
it’s seen our relationship soar to new heights, so about six months ago I gave
him a task that I thought would both allow him to flex his creativity and put
some of his skills to good use, and then afterwards give me something else that
I could lord over him as I have fun with my boyfriends while he’s locked away!


The task was simple – we already have a nice iron, four-poster
bed in our dungeon that has a handful of attachment points for bondage, but I
wanted him to create something more.  He’s already learned his way
around a leather press and handmade a number of the custom restraints that we
use, so specifically, his instruction was to somehow incorporate our cuckolding
into the bed that had already seen many feet of rope and even more orgasms over
the years!  I figured that maybe he’d add some attachment points for me to tie
him down and force him to watch while I’m getting fucked, but after six long
months of hammering and welding in secrecy, I’ve got to say that as a proud
Mistress and loving hotwife, I couldn’t have been more impressed with the
outcome.


For the official unveiling of my new gift, the first thing I
took note of was the fact that the bed now seemed to stand a bit higher than it
used to.  Just as I had expected, firmly attached to those familiar, iron
joists were a number of new rings that opened up all sorts of new bondage
positions, and over the mattress he had fitted a very sleek and sexy, new black
leather sheet that looked like it would feel just divine to be fucked on, but
before I had a chance to comment that I had been hoping for a little more, he
reassured me that I hadn’t seen nothing yet and reached up to push a small,
round button recessed in one of the bedposts…


Without hesitation, we heard a number of motors begin to
whir from within the bed and much to my surprise, that leather-padded mattress
actually began to rise up until it was several feet above our heads at
the top of the posts, revealing a hidden chamber inside the bed – one
that just so happened to be fitted in the shape of a man.  Taken aback as I
peered inside to see a maze of leather straps within, I looked up to my husband
with a pleased grin and saw him swallow hard, almost as if to only now be truly
realizing just exactly what he had created before he began to explain it with
words to the woman who would be soon enough using his very invention against
him…


“Beneath the bed I’ve created an isolation chamber, fit to
your slave’s specifications, though with enough wiggle room to allow for
various wardrobe or restraint options, should you choose for him to be wearing
high heels or perhaps a straitjacket prior to being locked within.  All of the
key points – ankles, above and below the knees, thighs, waist, chest,
shoulders, wrists, elbows, and neck – have been fitted with 1.5” heavy duty
straps, all of which operate on tension-persistent buckles.  What that means is
that once straps have all been buckled into place, the sensors will initialize
and all tighten to a secure, but not overbearing tightness … however then if
the buckles sense any amount of resistance, they in turn will react and
tighten down the offending limb further – as sort of a deterrent from
struggling, if you will…”


“Interesting…” I purred, moving in closer to admire the fine
craftsmanship that went into the exquisite, leather chamber which I was now
picturing my husband lovingly restrained in.  “Tell me more.”


“Well,” he continued with both signs of excitement and
nervousness now clearly in his voice, “another interactive feature that I’ve
built into the bed is this specially designed hood.”  Handing me the device
that appeared to be a conglomeration of a tight leather hood and also a gas
mask, he explained, “As you would assume, there isn’t exactly much air flow in
the chamber once the bed has been fully engaged, so it was important to
incorporate an external air supply in the mask itself to ensure that you
actually still have a slave by the end of your session…”


“Good call!” I chuckled, examining the inside of the hood as
he continued.


“The hybrid hood/gas mask offered up a number of
opportunities for features – first and foremost, that air supply can be scented
by making use of the filter tube that the air runs through … it’s already
been tested with a pair of your panties and I assure you that the scent was so
overwhelming that it was as if they were wedged in my mouth with every breath!”


I laughed.


“Speaking of the mouth, because the mask is a full-face
mask, a proper gag was still able to be included, so as you can see a sizeable
penis gag holds the lips open widely, with a dedicated strap around the back of
the neck to ensure that it’s buried firmly in the wearer’s mouth.  What makes
this gag truly unique, however, is that it’s powered by pneumatic sensors that
are attached to the bed, meaning that it has the ability to actually sense
movement on the bed and then mimic its own motion accordingly; and second,
it also has a special reservoir that can be filled, thus also doing a
thorough job of mimicking the climax portion of the exchange as well…”


“Ha!” I exclaimed out loud at that point.  “So is that
part triggered by sensors, too?!”


“Actually, it is,” he retorted.  Using a combination of
motion and sound, the computer is able to simulate the entire love-making
session from start to finish…”


“So you’re telling me that while I’m overhead getting
fucked, I can have you locked down here getting face fucked, and even
force you to swallow afterwards?!”


“Yes, ma’am – that’s the idea…” he replied meekly.


“Now that’s cool!” I giggled as more scenarios to put
my new toy through continued to rush through my head.


“And lastly for the hood,” he resumed his presentation,
clearly a mixture of both excited and also apprehensive about my enthusiastic
response, “earbuds, as you’ve already seen with our other hoods, are enclosed
in the padding around the ears, to be used either for a pre-recorded audio
track or also with the microphones that are built into the canopy of the bed to
give you the option of sharing the thralls of your passion, should you
choose.  Also, the eyes of the mask contain special LCDs that can appear
transparent as they look now, they can be programmed to display movies,
pictures, static, live video from the bed, or they can also be blacked
out to darkness … though with the bed locked shut, it’s not like there’s any
light inside anyways…”


Wow – so if total isolation wasn’t enough, it
seemed that voyeur or even unwilling participant were also
options on the table with my new toy!  Impressed indeed, I was, but he wasn’t
done yet…


“Other accessories…” he fumbled around in a cart nearby that
contained a number of familiar toys, “I’ve took some of your other favorites,
like the electro-stim box and the retractable prick pads, and worked them all
into the same system – you can either create your own program for them to
follow, or they can be told to follow the sensors in the bed to mimic the enthusiasm
up top, with the pinpricks or electricity getting more intense as, errr, you
do, ummm, too.  Same with this butt plug,” he explained, holding up a plug
that looked much more like a dildo than any traditional butt plug, “it can be
set to follow the same rhythms as the gag in the hood…”


“Well, somebody’s really going to be busy when they’re
locked down here, aren’t they?!” I beamed, incredibly impressed by all that
he’d shown me thus far … and yet without skipping a beat, the new toys just
kept on coming and coming!


It was like the best Christmas ever, and I couldn’t help
but fantasize about all of the cumming and cumming that I’d be doing
myself as a result of his dedication to me…


“Also, in addition to the tension straps, the entire
interior is fitted with inflatable bladders behind the leather padding, thus
ensuring that the occupant is completely entombed in tight leather from head to
toe,” he continued, gesturing back to the leather crypt itself.  “The straps
themselves won’t release without a special password that you’ll create
yourself, and even if they did, the rest of the bed is over 500 pounds – not to
mention anyone who happens to be on top of it.  Also, the open/close mechanism
for the bed itself has been designed to operate off of a timer, so instead of
just unlocking it when you’re finished playing, you actually set a timeframe
before you begin and after that, only a panic code or an emergency detected by
the system can release the restraints.”


“…you know, so the lady doesn’t find herself overcome by a
momentary lapse of sympathy to shoo her lover out at 3am if her slave can’t be
freed until 9:30am anyways…”


What a sweetheart – one of our more recent cuckolding
sessions had him tied up in the closet while I was with my lover, but ended up
getting cut short when my mind drifted to him and felt sorry for tying him up
so tightly, though in reflection later he confided that he was on cloud nine
and had been disappointed that I ended things so early.  He told me that night
to feel free to be greedy when I was doing this to him – I guess this
“feature” was just another way to make that a little easier for me!


“And there’s no chance of escape once I put my slave in this
torture chamber of yours???” I asked playfully.


“I don’t see how that’s possible, ma’am,” he said with a
shaky confidence.  “You should be able to kick back and fully enjoy yourself,
knowing that your slave is being dominated from all angles even in your absence
while you focus on your own pleasures…”


“Well you’ve certainly thought of just about everything, dear
– I can tell you that I’m going to have a lot of fun putting this
creation of yours to good use, and I do hope that you enjoy it, too!”


As he flipped a switch and the surface of the bed began to
lower itself back into its normal position, my husband reached for a small box
at the head of the bed that I hadn’t noticed before.  Handing it to me without
opening it, he said, “Oh yes – I guess there’s just one more thing…”


Opening the cardboard flaps, I felt my heart warm as I
lifted the purple tissue paper to find a set of ornately designed, but quite
sturdy black leather cuffs – each had a series of gold symbols etched into the
leather that depicted elements of our dominant relationship together … the BDSM
triskele, a rose, a lock and key, a heart … all beautifully crafted in a fine
bridle leather that appeared like they could endure the most passionate of
thrashings.  Five circlets of leather in total were in the box – a pair of
wrist cuffs, a pair of ankle cuffs, and also an exquisitely matched collar.  I
knew without even holding them up to my wrist that they had been sized
specifically for me – deep down my husband knew that despite my
dominance over him, I still longed to indulge in my own submissive side as
well, and silently I think this last gift was his way of admitting that what
better sign for the ultimate submission of a man than to watch his own dominant
made submissive by her lover…


Giving him a big hug, I thanked my husband and again
complimented him on all of the incredible work that he had done, then after
giving it some thought, I informed him that it would be one week from
that day when he would debut my new gift and really put it through its paces. 
Clearly I had a lot to plan, so I wanted to make sure that I gave our
little game the same level of dedication that he gave to me!


* * * * * * * * * *


My short, leather mini dress rode up my legs as I led my
husband into our dungeon seven days from when my gift had first been unveiled,
the delectable click of my black patent heels resonating through the hall as he
followed quietly behind me wearing nothing more than his plastic cock cage, the
key to which hung on a gold chain around my ankle.


The bed had already been raised into its open position when
we walked into the dungeon.  He stood in front of the open chamber while I
gathered up the accessories that I planned to debut that day, then looked him
eye to eye…


“Are you sure that you’re ready for this???  Whoever
designed all of this didn’t want mercy to even be an option, so once
you’re locked inside, you’re in for the duration, and I intend to try out as
many of my new toys as possible tonight!”


“I understand, Mistress,” he spoke softly, “and I’m sure
that your cuckold slave deserves whatever this device is capable of doing in
your hands…”


That made me grin!


“I’m sure he does!” I purred as I brought my lips to his,
first just a lick and then giving him a taste of what he would be missing in
the many hours to come.  “Well I hope you’re ready to get fucked as much
as this girl is looking forward to getting fucked tonight because
I’ve told Damien that once those cuffs are around my wrists and ankles, he’d
better not stop until this pussy is raw and abused from his big, black
cock…”


I felt him shiver at the same time my own pussy quivered,
and knew that it was now or never.  Taking one last chance to plunge my tongue
between his desperate lips, I then hoarsely whispered, “Why don’t you get on
your knees and kiss your Mistresses’ shoes one last time before she seals away
your fate…”


As he dropped to the floor I felt the surge of adrenaline
that would guide me through the steps to come – seeing my husband on the floor,
his lips desperate to kiss even my shoes, surrounded by the leather bondage
gear all around, and knowing that out in the parlor sat a gorgeous, 6’4” black
stallion eager to fuck this married white girl silly in the face of her own
husband … I was ready to dominate his ass and then hand my own over to my
lover in the same breath!


Without saying a word as he rose, I held the heavy leather
mask up to his face, waited a moment for him to wrap his lips around the
generous dildo gag he had placed inside, and then made little work of lacing
the hood tightly from behind until the leather creaked wonderfully against his
very skull.  I pondered for a moment pressing the button that would turn his
view to black, but instead decided that it would be more fun this time for him
to watch firsthand as he found himself plunged deeper and deeper into his
bondage until finally the bed came down over his chamber and all was complete. 
Leather prick pads attached to his chest circling both of his nipples,
electrodes around his cock and balls within their own little cage, and of
course, my personal favorite – the dildo butt plug for his ass that
would soon be working in unison with his dildo gag to simulate him being fucked
by two men at once while I received my own just desserts only inches
above his head…


Funny – not all of us would consider that to be punishment!


The last of his automated tortures in place, I then motioned
to the chamber and told him, “Saddle up, cowboy!” while beginning to take
relish in this elaborate predicament constructed entirely from his own
perverted imagination.  He could’ve just added an attachment point to lock his
collar to the corner of the bed while I got fucked, but instead … well,
I certainly can’t say that he’s not a devoted slave after such an absolute
commitment such as this.


His body stretched out to fill the gingerbread-shaped hole
as I began to fasten the straps first around his ankles, then upwards to his
knees, thighs, waist, over the prickers on his chest, of course along his arms,
and then finally at his neck and even one last attachment point at the top of
the leather hood around his head.  Even before I activated the system to cinch
them all down, it was clear that he didn’t stand a chance of escape laying
surrounded by a foot deep of leather-covered padding that came above his arms,
chest, and all but the outlets of the mask with him laying there on his back.


With my finger on the button, I began to feel a small amount
of pity for him – such overwhelming bondage while your wife is satisfied so
completely by another man … and if that wasn’t enough, the whole system was
designed to flaunt it in front of his face in so many ways – the live audio and
video feeds of us fucking overhead, the sensors transferring every motion and
accentuating every climax throughout his entire body, the very air that he
breathes dominated by a dozen pairs of extremely wet panties that I went
through in anticipation of this whole scheme, topped off with the same blasts
of jizz down his throat that I’m sure I’ll be swallowing as well, as provided
in abundance by my bull Damian upon my request.


I think his exact quote was, “You are one kinky bitch,
but if it means I get to take that sweet ass of yours over and over again, I’ll
fill the whole bottle for him!  As much squealing that you’ll be going through,
it might just take the whole thing anyways…”


Then I remembered his last words – “my cuckold slave deserves
this.”  No matter how seemingly cruel or intense, he built all of this because
he wants it, and ultimately because he knows that I want it, too.  It’s
our games like these that take our relationship to a level that few would ever
understand, or even want to understand, but at the end of the day it’s what we
both crave and that’s why I stood over him ready to entomb him in a leather
torture prison of his own design while I myself got ravaged by a man three
times his size.


“You do deserve this…” I spoke out loud as I pushed
the button to initiate his lock down.  He couldn’t see, but a sinister grin
filled my face as I first watched the straps all simultaneously tighten just as
he had described, then the air bladders behind the padding itself further
pressed the leather around his body to cocoon him in place.  Once his
restraints were secure and his levels stabilized, I stood in awe as the heavy
surface of the bed itself descended down from above, much like the lid of a
casket closing, until the bed had been returned to its normal state, though
this time locking into place with a series of resounding thumps.


I watched the various monitors nearby that displayed all
sorts of information about his predicament, including the views from several of
the bed’s video cameras, until I felt a pair of strong hands pull in around my
leather-clad waist.


“So, does this mean that you’re ready, baby???” a deep voice
asked.


I turned and fell into Damian’s muscular arms as he was
quick to bring my lips to his, lifting me up as even in my heels I still stood
nearly a foot shorter than him.  His kiss slow and powerful, I felt myself
immediately begin to surrender, and wished that my cuckold could see me melt so
effortlessly in the arms of my bull.  A firm hand soon reaching up my leather
dress as our tongues continued to dance, my eyes opened to his enchanting voice
continuing…


“You certainly are, now aren’t you?  You got this wet just
strapping your boy into this thing, let’s get you tied down and I’ll show you
how a real man treats a slut like you…”


“Yes, Master…” I purred as I felt my wrists instinctively
cross behind my back, just as I’d seen my husband’s do so many times before. 
As Damian took my new restraints from nearby and began to buckle them securely
around my wrists and ankles, I looked down at one display to see the last
system prompt that required my input.  I thought long and hard as I felt the
leather restraints take their hold, then looked back to meet Damian’s eyes as
he held the final item – the ornately fashioned, black leather collar that had
been designed by my husband, who was about to have his wildest cuckolding
fantasies come true.


Without a word, I bent down to my knees and placed my
sparkling red lips on the toe of my Master’s boot, then rose back and
submissively bowed my head to allow the collar to be placed around my neck.


Hearing a padlock distinctly close shut, I lifted my head to
immediately meet Damian’s lips, his tongue now much more aggressive as I stood
humbly in his arms.


When he broke our kiss and gestured to lead me over to the
awaiting bed to begin our night of unbridled passion, I reached down and typed 12
HOURS into the keypad, then pressed enter.
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